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CHAPTER  II. 

The  rain  that  had  besrun  with  the  mornina" 
still  poured  on  steadily  in  the  afternoon. 
After  one  look  out  of  the  window,  Eegina 
decided  on  passing  the  rest  of  the  day  luxu- 
riously, in  the  company  of  a  novel,  by  her 
own  fireside.  With  her  feet  on  the  fender, 
and  her  head  on  the  soft  cushion  of  her 
favourite  easy-chair,  she  opened  the  book. 
Having  read  the  first  chapter  and  part  of  the 
second,  she  was  just  lazily  turning  over  the 
leaves  in  search  of  a  love  scene,  when  her 
languid  interest  in  the  novel  was  suddenly 
diverted  to  an  incident  in  real  life.  The 
sitting-room  door  was  gently  opened,  and  her 
maid  appeared  in  a  state  of  modest  confusion. 
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"  If  yon  please,  miss,  here's  a  strange 
gentleman  who  comes  from  Mr.  Goldenheart. 
He  wishes  particularly  to  say " 

She  paused,  and  looked  behind  her.  A 
faint  and  curious  smell  of  mingled  soap  and 
scent  entered  the  room,  followed  closely  by  a 
tall,  calm,  shabbily-dressed  man,  who  laid  a 
wiry  yellow  hand  on  the  maid's  shoulder, 
and  stopped  her  effectually  before  she  could 
say  a  word  more. 

"  Don't  you  think  of  troubling  yourself  to 
git  through  with  it,  my  dear  ;  I'm  here,  and 
I'll  finish  for  you."  Addressing  the  maid  in 
these  encouraging  terms,  the  stranger  ad- 
vanced to  Regina,  and  actually  attempted  to 
shake  hands  with  her !  Regina  rose — and 
looked  at  him.  It  was  a  look  that  ought  to 
have  daunted  the  boldest  man  living ;  it  pro- 
duced no  sort  of  effect  on  this  man.  He  still 
held  out  his  hand;  his  lean  face  broadened 
with  a  pleasant  smile.  "  My  name  is  Eufus 
Dingwell,"  he  said.  "  I  come  from  Cool- 
spring,  Mass. ;  and  Amelius  is  my  intro- 
duction to  yourself  and  family." 
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Regina  silently  acknowlegecl  this  informa- 
tion by  a  frigid  bow,  and  addressed  herself 
to  the  maid,  waiting  at  the  door  :  "  Don't 
leave  the  room,  Phoebe." 

Rnfus,  inw^ardly  wondering  what  Phoebe 
was  wanted  for,  proceeded  to  express  the 
cordial  sentiments  proper  to  the  occasion. 
"  I  have  heard  about  yon,  miss  ;  and  I  take 
pleasure  in  making  your  acquaintance." 

The  unwritten  laws  of  politeness  obliged 
Regina  to  say  something.  "  I  have  not 
heard  Mr.  Goldenheart  mention  vour  name," 
she  remarked.  "  Are  you  an  old  friend  of 
his  ?  " 

Rufus  explained  with  genial  alacrity.  *'We 
crossed  the  Pond  together,  miss.  I  like  the 
boy ;  he's  bright  and  spry  ;  he  refreshes  me 
— he  does.  We  go  ahead  with  most  things 
in  my  country ;  and  friendship's  one  of  them. 
How  do  you  find  yourself  ?  Won't  you  shake 
hands  ?  "  He  took  her  hand,  without  wait- 
ing to  be  repelled  this  time,  and  shook  it 
with  the  heartiest  good- will. 

Regina  shuddered  faintly  :  she  summoned 
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assistance    in    case   of    further    familiarity. 
"  Phoebe,  tell  my  annt." 

Rufas  added  a  message  on  his  own  account. 
"  And  say  this,  my  dear.  I  sincerely  desire 
to  make  the  acquaintance  of  Miss  Regina's 
aunt,  and  any  other  members  of  the  family 
circle." 

Phoebe  left  the  room,  smiling.  Such  an 
amusing  visitor  as  this  was  a  rare  person  in 
Mr.  Farnaby's  house.  Rufus  looked  after 
her,  with  unconcealed  approval.  The  maid 
appeared  to  be  more  to  his  taste  than  the 
mistress.  "  Well,  that's  a  pretty  creature,  I 
do  declare,"  he  said  to  Regina.  "  Reminds 
me  of  our  American  girls — slim  in  the  waist, 
and  carries  her  head  nicely.  How  old  may 
she  be,  now  ?  " 

Regina  expressed  her  opinion  of  this 
familiar  question  by  pointing,  with  silent 
dignity,  to  a  chair. 

"  Thank  you,  miss ;  not  that  one,"  said 
Rufus.  "  You  see,  I'm  long  in  the  legs,  and 
if  I  once  got  down  as  low  as  that,  I  reckon  I 
should  have  to  restore  the  balance  by  putting 
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my  feet  up  on  the  grate ;  and  that's  not 
manners  in  Great  Britain — and  quite  right 
too." 

He  picked  out  the  highest  chair  he  could 
find,  and  admired  the  workmanship  as  he 
drew  it  up  to  the  fireplace.  "  Most  sump- 
tuous and  elegant,"  he  said.  "  The  style  of 
the  Re72a3/sance,  as  they  call  it."  Regina 
observed  with  dismay  that  he  had  not  got 
his  hat  in  his  hand  like  other  visitors.  He 
had  left  it  no  doubt  in  the  hall ;  he  looked 
as  if  he  had  dropped  in  to  spend  the  day,  and 
stay  to  dinner. 

"  TVell,  miss,  I've  seen  your  photograph," 
he  resumed  ;  "  and  I  don't  much  approve  of 
it,  now  I  see  You.  My  sentiments  are  not 
altogether  favourable  to  that  art.  I  delivered 
a  lecture  on  photographic  portraiture  at  Cool- 
spring ;  and  I  described  it  briefly  as  justice 
without  mercy.  The  audience  took  the  idea  ; 
they  larfed,  they  did.  Larfin'  reminds  me  of 
Amelius.  Do  you  object  to  his  being  a 
Christian  Socialist,  miss  ?  " 

The  young  lady's  look,  when  she  answered 
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the  question,  was  not  lost  on  Rufus.  He 
registered  it,  mentally,  in  case  of  need. 
"  Amelius  will  soon  get  over  all  that  non- 
sense," she  said,  "  when  he  has  been  a  little 
longer  in  London." 

"  Possible,"  Rufus  admitted.  "  The  boy  is 
fond  of  you.  Yes  :  he  loves  you.  I  have 
noticed  him,  and  I  can  certify  to  that.  I 
may  also  remark  that  he  wants  a  deal  of 
love  in  return.  No  doubt,  miss,  you  have 
observed  that  circumstance  yourself?" 

Regina  resented  this  last  inquiry  as  an 
outrage  on  propriety.  ''  What  next  will  he 
say  ?  "  she  thought  to  herself.  "  I  must  put 
this  presuming  man  in  his  proper  place." 
She  darted  another  annihilating  look  at  him, 
as  she  spoke  in  her  turn.  "May  I  ask^ 
Mr.— Mr. ?  " 

'*  Dingwell,"  said  Rufus,  prompting  her. 

"May  I  ask,  Mr.  Dingwell,  if  you  have 
favoured  me  by  calling  here  at  the  request 
of  Mr.  Goldenheart  ?  " 

Genial  and  simple-minded  as  he  was, 
eagerly  as  he  desired  to  appreciate   at   her 
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full  value  the  young  lacly  who  was  one  clay 
to  be  the  wife  of  Amelius,  Eufus  felt  the 
tone  in  which  those  words  were  spoken.  It 
was  not  easy  to  stimulate  his  modest  sense 
of  what  was  fairly  due  to  him  into  asserting 
itself;  but  the  cold  distrust,  the  deliberate 
distance  of  Eegina's  manner,  exhausted  the 
long-suffering  indulgence  of  this  singularly 
patient  man.  "  The  Lord,  in  his  mercy, 
preserve'  Amelius  from  marrying  You,"  he 
thought,  as  he  rose  from  his  chair,  and 
advanced  with  a  certain  simple  dignity  to 
take  leave  of  her. 

"  It  did  not  occur  to  me,  miss,  to  pay  my 
respects  to  you,  till  Amelius  and  I  had  parted 
company,"  he  said.  "  Please  to  excuse  me. 
I  should  have  been  welcome,  in  my  country, 
with  no  better  introduction  than  being  (as  I 
may  say)  his  friend  and  well-wisher.  If  I 
have  made  a  mistake " 

He  stopped.  Regina  had  suddenly  changed 
colour.  Instead  of  looking  at  him,  she  was 
looking  over  his  shoulder,  apparently  at  some- 
thin  <^  behind  him.     He   turned  to  see  what 
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it  was.  A  lady,  short  and  stout,  with  strange 
wild  sorrowful  eyes,  had  noiselessly  entered 
the  room  while  he  was  speaking  :  she  was 
waiting,  as  it  seemed,  until  he  had  finished 
what  he  had  to  say.  When  they  confronted 
each  other,  she  moved  to  meet  him,  with  a 
firm  heavy  step,  and  with  her  hand  held  out 
in  token  of  welcome. 

"You  may  feel  equally  sure,  sir,  of  a 
friendly  reception  here,"  she  said,  in  her 
steady  self-possessed  way.  "  I  am  this  young- 
lady's  aunt ;  and  I  am  glad  to  see  the  friend 
of  Amelius  in  my  house."  Before  Rufus 
could  answer,  she  turned  to  Regina.  "  I 
waited,"  she  went  on,  "to  give  you  an 
opjDortunity  of  explaining  yourself  to  this 
gentleman.  I  am  afraid  he  has  mistaken 
your  coldness  of  manner  for  intentional  rude- 
ness." 

The  colour  rushed  back  into  Regina's  face 
— she  vibrated  for  a  moment  between  anger 
and  tears.  But  the  better  nature  in  her 
broke  its  way  through  the  constitutional  shy- 
ness  and  restraint  which  habitually  kept   it 
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down.  "  I  meant  no  harm,  sir,"  she  said, 
raising  her  large  beautiful  eyes  submissively 
to  Eufus ;  "I  am  not  used  to  receiving 
strangers.  And  you  did  ask  me  some  very 
strange  questions?"  she  added,  with  a  sudden 
burst  of  self-assertion.  "  Strano;ers  are  not 
in  the  habit  of  saying  such  things  in  Eng- 
land." She  looked  at  Mrs.  Farnaby,  listening 
with  impenetrable  composure,  and  stopped  in 
confusion.  Her  aunt  would  not  scruple  to 
speak  to  the  stranger  about  Amelius  in  her 
presence — there  was  no  knowing  what  she 
might  not  have  to  endure.  She  turned  again 
to  Rufus.  "  Excuse  me,"  she  said,  '•  if  I 
leave  you  with  my  aunt — I  have  an  engage- 
ment." With  that  trivial  apology,  she  made 
her  escape  from  the  room. 

"  She  has  no  engagement,"  Mrs.  Farnaby 
briefly  remarked  as  the  door  closed.  *'  Sit 
down,  sir." 

For  once,  even  Rufus  was  not  at  his  ease. 
"  I  can  hit  it  off,  ma'am,  with  most  people," 
he  said.  "  I  wonder  what  I've  done  to  oft  end 
your  niece  ?  " 
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'"  My  niece  (with  many  good  qualities)  is  a 
narrow-minded  young  woman,"  Mrs.  Farnaby 
explained.  "  You  are  not  like  the  men  she  is 
accustomed  to  see.  She  doesn't  understand 
you — you  are  not  a  commonplace  gentleman. 
For  instance,"  Mrs.  Farnaby  continued,  with 
the  matter-of-fact  gravity  of  a  woman 
innately  inaccessible  to  a  sense  of  humour, 
"  you  have  got  something  strange  on  your 
hair.  It  seems  to  be  melting,  and  it  smells 
like  soap.  No  :  it's  no  use  taking  out  your 
handkerchief — your  handkerchief  won't  mop 
it  up.  I'll  get  a  towel."  She  opened  an 
inner  door,  which  disclosed  a  little  passage, 
and  a  bath-room  beyond  it.  ''I'm  the  strongest 
person  in  the  house,"  she  resumed,  returning 
with  a  towel  in  her  hand,  as  gravely  as  ever. 
"  Sit  still,  and  don't  make  apologies.  If  any 
of  us  can  rub  you  dry,  I'm  the  woman."  She 
set  to  work  with  the  towel,  as  if  she  had 
been  Rufus's  mother,  making  him  presentable 
in  the  days  of  his  boyhood.  Griddy  under 
the  violence  of  the  rubbing  ;  staggered  by 
the  contrast  between  the  cold   reception  ac- 
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corded  to  him  by  the  niece,  and  the  more 
than  friendly  welcome  offered  by  the  aunt, 
Rufus  submitted  to  circumstances  in  docile 
and  silent  bewilderment.  "  There  ;  you'll  do 
till  you  get  home — nobody  can  laugh  at  you 
now,"  Mrs.  Farnaby  announced.  "  You're  an 
absent-minded  man,  I  suppose  ?  You  wanted 
to  wash  your  head,  and  you  forgot  the  warm 
water  and  the  towel.  Was  that  how  it  hap- 
pened, sir  ?  " 

"  I  thank  you  with  all  my  heart,  ma'am ; 
I  took  it  for  pomatum,"  Rufus  answered. 
"  Would  you  object  to  shaking  hands  again  ? 
This  cordial  welcome  of  yours  reminds  me, 
I  do  assure  you,  of  home.  Since  I  left  New 
Eno'land,  I've  never  met  with  the  like  of  vou. 
I  do  suppose  now  it  was  my  hair  that  set 
Miss  Regina's  back  up  ?  I'm  not  quite  easy 
in  my  mind,  ma'am,  about  your  niece.  I'm 
sort  of  feared  of  what  she  may  say  of  me 
to  Amelius.    I  meant  no  harm.  Lord  knows." 

The  secret  of  Mrs.  Farnaby 's  extraordinary 
alacrity  in  the  use  of  the  towel  began  slowly 
to  show  itself  now.  The  tone  of  her  American 
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guest  had  already  become  the  friendly  and 
familiar  tone  which  it  had  been  her  object  to 
establish.  With  a  little  management,  he 
mio'ht  be  made  an  invaluable  ally  in  the 
great  work  of  hindering  the  marriage  of 
Amelius. 

"  Yon  are  very  fond  of  your  young  friend?'' 
she  began  quietly. 
"  That  is  so,  ma'am." 

"j^And  he  has  told  you  that  he  has  taken 
a  liking  to  my  niece  ?  " 

"  And   shown   me    her    likeness,"    Eufus 
added. 

"  And  shown  you  her  likeness.  And  you 
thought  you  would  come  here,  and  see  for 
yourself  what  sort  of  girl  she  was?" 
"Naturally,"  Eufus  admitted. 
Mrs.  Farnaby  revealed,  without  further 
hesitation,  the  object  that  she  had  in  view. 
"  Amelius  is  little  more  than  a  lad,  still,"  she 
said.  "  He  has  got  all  his  life  before  him. 
It  would  be  a  sad  thing,  if  he  married  a  girl 
who  didn't  make  him  happy."  She  turned  in 
her  chair,  and  pointed  to  the  door  by  which 
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E-egina  had  left  them.  "  Between  ourselves," 
she  resumed,  dropping  her  voice  to  a  whisper, 
"  do  you  believe  my  niece  will  make  him 
happy  ?  " 

Rufus  hesitated. 

"  I'm  above  family  prejudices,"  Mrs. 
Farnaby  proceeded.  "  You  needn't  be  afraid 
of  offending  me.     Speak  out." 

Rufus  would  have  spoken  out  to  any  other 
woman  in  the  universe.  This  woman  had 
preserved  him  from  ridicule — this  woman 
had  rubbed  his  head  dry.     He  prevaricated. 

'^  I  don't  suppose  I  understand  the  ladies 
in  this  country,"  he  said. 

But  Mrs.  Farnaby  was  not  to  be  trifled 
with.  "  If  Amelius  was  your  son,  and  if 
he  asked  you  to  consent  to  his  marriage  with 
my   niece,"    she   rejoined,    "  would   you    say 

Yes  ?  " 

This  was  too  much  for  Rufus.  "  Not  if 
he  went  down  on  both  his  knees  to  ask  me," 
he  answered. 

Mrs.  Farnaby  was  satisfied  at  last,  and 
owned     it     without     reserve.       "  My     own 
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opinion,"  she  said,  '*  exactly  expressed ! 
Don't  be  surprised.  Didn't  I  tell  you  I 
had  no  family  prejudices  ?  Do  you  know  if 
he  has  spoken  to  my  husband,  yet  ?  " 

Rufus  looked  at  his  watch.  "  I  reckon 
he's  just  about  done  it  by  this  time." 

Mrs.  Farnaby  paused,  and  reflected  for 
a  moment.  She  had  already  attempted  to 
prejudice  her  husband  against  Amelius,  and 
had  received  an  answer  which  Mr.  Farnaby 
considered  to  be  final.  "  Mr.  Goldenheart 
honours  us  if  he  seeks  our  alliance ;  he  is 
the  representative  of  an  old  English  family." 
Under  these  circumstances,  it  was  quite  pos- 
sible that  the  proposals  of  Amelius  had  been 
accepted.  Mrs.  Farnaby  was  not  the  less 
determined  that  the  marriage  should  never 
take  place,  and  not  the  less  eager  to  secure 
the  assistance  of  her  new  ally.  "  When  will 
Amelius  tell  you  about  it  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  When  I  go  back  to  his  lodgings,  ma'am." 

''  Go  back  at  once — and  bear  this  in  mind 
as  you  go.  If  you  can  find  out  any  likely 
way  of  parting  these  two  young  people   (in 
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their  own  best  interests),  depend  on  one  thing 
— if  I  can  help  you,  I  wilL  I'm  as  fond  of 
AmeHus  as  you  are.  Ask  him  if  I  haven't 
done  my  best  to  keep  him  away  from  my 
niece.  Ask  him  if  I  haven't  expressed  my 
opinion,  that  she's  not  the  right  wife  for  him. 
Come  and  see  me  again  as  soon  as  you  Hke. 
I'm  fond  of  Americans.     Grood  morning." 

Rufus  attempted  to  express  his  sense  of 
gratitude,  in  his  own  briefly  eloquent  way. 
He  was  not  allowed  a  hearino'.  With  one 
and  the  same  action,  Mrs.  Farnaby  patted 
him  on  the  shoulder,  and  pushed  him  out  of 
the  room. 

"  If  that  woman  was  an  American  citizen," 
Rufus  reflected,  on  his  way  through  the 
streets,  "  she'd  be  the  first  female  President 
of  the  United  States  !  "  His  admiration  of 
Mrs.  Farnaby's  energy  and  resolution,  ex- 
pressed in  these  strong  terms,  acknowledged 
but  one  limit.  Highly  as  he  approved  of 
her,  there  was  nevertheless  an  unfathomable 
something  in  the  woman's  eyes  that  disturbed 
and  daunted  him. 

YOL.  II.  c 
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CHAPTER  III. 

RuFUS  found  his  friend  at  the  lodgings, 
prostrate  on  the  sofa,  smoking  furiously. 
Before  a  word  had  passed  between  them,  it 
was  plain  to  the  New  Englander  that  some- 
thing had  gone  wrong. 

"  Well,"  he  asked ;  "  and  what  does 
Farnaby  say  ?  " 

"  Damn  Farnaby !  " 

Rufns  was  secretly  conscious  of  an  immense 
sense  of  relief.  "  I  call  that  a  stiff  way  of 
putting  it,"  he  quietly  remarked  ;  "  but  the 
meaning's  clear.     Farnaby  has  said  No." 

Amelius  jumped  off  the  sofa,  and  planted 
himself  defiantly  on  the  hearthrug. 

"  You're  wrong  for  once,"  he  said,  with  a 
bitter  laugh.     ''  The  exasperating  part  of  it 
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is  that  Farnaby  has  said  neither  Yes  nor  No. 
The  oily-whiskered  brute — you  haven't  seen 
him  yet,  have  you  ? — began  by  saying  Yes. 
'  A  man  Hke  me,  the  heir  of  a  fine  old 
English  family,  honoured  him  by  making 
proposals  ;  he  could  wish  no  more  brilliant 
prospect  for  his  dear  adopted  child.  She 
would  fill  the  high  position  that  was  offered 
to  her,  and  fill  it  worthily.'  That  was  the 
fawning  way  in  which  he  talked  to  me  at 
first !  He  squeezed  my  hand  in  his  horrid 
cold  slimy  paw  till,  I  give  you  my  word  of 
honour,  I  felt  as  if  I  was  going  to  be  sick. 
Wait  a  little  ;  you  haven't  heard  the  worst 
of  it  yet.  He  soon  altered  his  tone — it  began 
with  his  asking  me,  if  I  had  '  considered  the 
question  of  settlements.'  I  didn't  know  what 
he  meant.  He  had  to  put  it  in  plain  English ; 
he  wanted  to  hear  what  my  property  was. 
'  Oh,  that's  soon  settled,'  I  said.  '  I've  got 
five  hundred  a  year  ;  and  Regina  is  welcome 
to  every  farthing  of  it.'  He  fell  back  in  his 
chair  as  if  I  had  shot  him  ;  he  turned — it 
was   worse   than   pale,  he   positively  turned 
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green.  At  first  he  wouldn't  believe  me  ;  he 
declared  I  must  be  joking.  I  set  him  right 
about  that  immediately.  His  next  change 
was  a  change  to  impudence,  purse-proud 
impudence.  '  Have  you  not  observed,  sir,  in 
what  style  Regina  is  accustomed  to  live  in 
my  house  ?  Five  hundred  a  year  ?  Good 
heavens  !  With  strict  economy,  five  hundred 
a  year  might  pay  her  milliner's  bill  and  the 
keep  of  her  horse  and  carriage.  Who  is  to 
pay  for  everything  else — the  establishment, 
the  dinner-parties  and  balls,  the  tour  abroad, 
the  children,  the  nurses,  the  doctor  ?  I  tell 
you  this,  Mr.  Goldenheart.  I'm  willing  to 
make  a  sacrifice  to  you,  as  a  born  gentleman, 
which  I  would  certainly  not  consent  to  in  the 
case  of  any  self-made  man.  Enlarge  your 
income,  sir,  to  no  more  than  four  times  five 
hundred  pounds ;  and  I  guarantee  a  yearly 
allowance  to  Eegina  of  half  as  much  again, 
besides  the  fortune  which  she  will  inherit  at 
my  death.  That  will  make  your  income  three 
thousand  a  year  to  start  with.  I  know  some- 
thing of  domestic  expenses  ;  and  I  tell  you 
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positively,  you  can't  do  it  on  a  farthing  less.' 
That  was  his  language,  Rufus.  The  insolence 
of  his  tone  I  can't  attempt  to  describe.  If  I 
hadn't  thought  of  Regina,  I  should  have 
behaved  in  a  manner  unworthy  of  a  Christian 
— I  believe  I  should  have  taken  my  walking- 
cane,  and  given  him  a  sound  thrashing." 

Rufus  neither  expressed  surprise  nor 
offered  advice.  He  was  lost  in  meditation 
on  the  wealth  of  Mr.  Farnaby.  "  A  sta- 
tioner's business  seems  to  eventuate  in  a  lively 
profit,  in  this  country,"  he  said. 

"  A  stationer's  business  ? "  Amelius  re- 
peated disdainfully.  "  Farnaby  has  half  a 
dozen  irons  in  the  fire  besides  that.  He's 
got  a  newspaper,  and  a  patent  medicine,  and 
a  new  bank,  and  I  don't  know  what  else. 
One  of  his  own  friends  said  to  me,  '  Nobody 
knows  whether  Farnaby  is  rich  or  poor ;  he 
is  going  to  do  one  of  two  things — he  is  going 
to  die  worth  millions,  or  to  die  bankrupt.' 
Oh,  if  I  can  only  live  to  see  the  day  when 
Socialism  will  put  that  sort  of  man  in  his 
right  place  ! " 
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"  Try  a  republic,  on  our  model,  first,"  said 
Rufus.  ''  When  Farnaby  talks  of  the  style 
his  young  woman  is  accustomed  to  live  in, 
what  does  he  mean  ?  " 

"  He  means,"  Amelius  answered  smartly, 
"a  carriage  to  drive  out  in,  champagne  on 
the  table,  and  a  footman  to  answer  the  door." 

"  Farnaby 's  ideas,  sir,  have  crossed  the 
water  and  landed  in  New  York,"  Rufus 
remarked.  "  Well,  and  what  did  you  say 
to  him,  on  your  side  ?  " 

"  I  gave  it  to  him,  I  can  tell  you !  '  That's 
all  ostentation,'  1  said.  '  Why  can't  Regina 
and  I  begin  life  modestly?  What  do  we 
want  with  a  carriage  to  drive  out  in,  and 
champagne  on  the  table,  and  a  footman  to 
answer  the  door?  We  want  to  love  each 
other  and  be  happy.  There  are  thousands 
of  as  good  gentlemen  as  I  am,  in  England, 
with  wives  and  families,  who  would  ask  for 
nothing  better  than  an  income  of  five  hun- 
dred a  year.  The  fact  is,  Mr.  Farnaby, 
you're  positively  saturated  with  the  love  of 
money.     Get  your  New  Testament  and  read 
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wliat   Christ    says    of    ricli    people.'      What 
do  you  think  he  did,  wheh  I  put  it  in  that 
unanswerable  way  ?     He  held  up  his  hand, 
and   looked   horrified.      '  I    can't   allow   pro- 
fanity in  my  office,'  says  he.     'I  have  my 
New  Testament  read  to  me  in  church,  sir, 
every  Sunday.'      That's  the  sort  of  Christian, 
Rufus,  who  is  the  average  product  of  modern 
times !     He  was  as  obstinate  as  a  mule  ;  he 
wouldn't    give    way    a    single    inch.      His 
adopted  daughter,  he   said,   was  accustomed 
to  live  in  a  certain  style.     In  that  same  style 
she   should   live  when   she  was   married,  so 
long  as  he  had  a  voice  in  the  matter.     Of 
course,   if  she  chose   to  set   his  wishes  and 
feelings    at    defiance,  in    return    for  all  that 
he  had  done  for  her,  she  was  old  enough  to 
take  her  own  way.     In  that  case,  he  w^ould 
tell  me  as  plainly  as  he  meant  to  tell   her, 
that  she  must  not  look  to  a  sinorle  fxrthino: 
of  his  money  to  help  her,  and  not  expect  to 
find  her  name  down  in  his  will.     He  felt  the 
honour    of    a    family   alliance   with    me   as 
sincerely  as  ever.     But  he  must  abide  by  the 
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conditions  that  he  had  stated.  On  those 
terms,  he  would  be  proud,  to  give  me  the 
hand  of  Eegina  at  the  altar,  and  proud  to 
feel  that  he  had  done  his  duty  by  his  adopted 
child.  I  let  him  go  on  till  he  had  run 
himself  out — and  then  I  asked  quietly,  if  he 
could  tell  me  the  way  to  increase  my  income 
to  two  thousand  a  year.  How  do  you  think 
he  answered  me  ?  " 

''  Perhaps  he  offered  to  utilise  your  capital 
in  his  business,"  Kufus  guessed. 

"  Not  he  !  He  considered  business  quite 
beneath  me ;  my  duty  to  myself,  as  a  gentle- 
man, was  to  adopt  a  profession.  On  reflec- 
tion, it  turned  out  that  there  was  but  one 
likely  profession  to  try,  in  my  case — the 
Law.  I  might  be  called  to  the  Bar,  and 
(with  luck)  I  might  get  remunerative  work 
to  do,  in  eight  or  ten  years'  time.  That, 
I  declare  to  you,  was  the  prospect  he  set 
before  me,  if  I  chose  to  take  his  advice.  I 
asked  if  he  was  joking.  Certainly  not! 
I  was  only  one-and-twenty  years  old  (he 
reminded  me)  ;  I  had  plenty  of  time  to  spare 
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— I  should  still  marrv  youno^  if  I  married  at 
thirty.  I  took  up  my  hat,  and  gave  him 
a  bit  of  my  mind  at  parting.  '  If  you  really 
mean  anything,'  I  said,  '  you  mean  that 
Regina  is  to  pine  and  fade  and  be  a  middle- 
aged  woman,  and  that  I  am  to  resist  the 
temptations  that  beset  a  young  man  in 
London,  and  lead  the  life  of  a  monk  for  the 
next  ten  years — and  all  for  what  ?  For  a 
carriage  to  ride  out  in,  champagne  on  the 
table,  and  a  footman  to  answer  the  door  ! 
Keep  your  money,  Mr.  Farnaby ;  Regina  and 
I  will  do  without  it.' — What  are  you  laugh- 
ing at  ?  I  don't  think  you  could  have  put  it 
more  strongly  yourself." 

Rufus  suddenly  recoyered  his  gravity.  "  \ 
tell  you  this,  Amelius,"  he  replied ;  "  you 
afford  (as  we  say  in  my  country)  meaty  fruit 
for  rehection — you  do." 

"  T\^hat  do  you  mean  by  that  ?  " 

''  Well,  I  reckon  you  remember  when  we 
were  aboard  the  boat.  You  gave  us  a  nar- 
rative of  what  happened  in  that  Community 
of  yours,  which  I  can  truly  cha?'acterise  as  a 
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combination  of  native  eloquence  and  chasten- 
ing good  sense.  I  put  the  question  to  my- 
self, sir,  what  has  become  of  that  well- 
informed  and  discreet  yomig  Christian,  now 
he  has  changed  the  sphere  to  England  and 
mixed  with  the  Farnabys  ?  It's  not  to  be 
denied  that  I  see  him  before  me  in  the  flesh 
when  I  look  across  the  table  here  ;  but  it's 
equally  true  that  I  miss  him  altogether,  in 
the  spirit." 

Amelius  sat  down  again  on  the  sofa.  "In 
plain  words,*'  he  said,  "  you  think  I  have 
behaved  like  a  fool   in   this  matter  ? " 

Rufus  crossed  his  long  legs,  and  nodded 
his  head  in  silent  approval.  Instead  of  taking 
offence,  Amelius  considered  a  little. 

*'  It  didn't  strike  me  before,"  he  said. 
"  But,  now  you  mention  it,  I  can  understand 
that  I  appear  to  be  a  simple  sort  of  fellow 
in  what  is  called  Societv  here  ;  and  the  reason, 
I  suspect,  is  that  it's  not  the  society  in  which 
I  have  been  accustomed  to  mix.  The  Far- 
nabys are  new  to  me,  Rufus.  When  it  comes 
to  a  question  of  my  life  at  Tadmor,  of  what  I 
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saw  and  learnt  and  felt  in  the  Community — 
then,  I  can  think  and  speak  like  a  reasonable 
being,  because  I  am  thinking  and  speaking 
of  what  I  know  thoroughly  well.  Hang  it, 
make  some  allowance  for  the  difference  of 
circumstances !  Besides,  I'm  in  love,  and 
that  alters  a  man — and,  I  have  heard  some 
people  say,  not  always  for  the  better.  Any- 
how, I've  done  it  with  Farnabv,  and  it  can't 
be  undone.  There  will  be  no  peace  for  me 
now,  till  I  have  spoken  to  Regina.  I  have 
read  the  note  you  left  for  me.  Did  you  see 
her,  when  you  called  at  the  house  ?  " 

The  quiet  tone  in  which  the  question  was 
put  surprised  Rufus.  He  had  fully  expected, 
after  Regina's  reception  of  him,  to  be  called 
to  account  for  the  liljerty  that  he  had  taken. 
Amelius  was  too  completely  absorbed  by  his 
present  anxieties  to  consider  trivial  questions 
of  etiquette.  Hearing  that  Rufus  had  seen 
Regina,  he  never  even  asked  for  his  friend's 
opinion  of  her.  His  mind  was  full  of  the 
obstacles  that  miglit  be  interposed  to  his 
seeing'  her  a£>'ain. 
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"  Farnaby  is  sure,  after  what  has  passed 
between  lis,  to  keep  her  out  of  my  way  if  he 
can,"  Amelius  said.  "  And  Mrs.  Farnaby,  to 
my  certain  knowledge,  will  help  him.  They 
don't  suspect  you.  Couldn't  you  call  again — 
you're  old  enough  to  be  her  father — and  make 
some  excuse  to  take  her  out  with  you  for  a 
walk  ?  " 

The  answer  of  Rufus  to  this  was  Roman  in 
its  brevity.  He  pointed  to  the  window,  and 
said,  "  Look  at  the  rain." 

"  Then  I  must  try  her  maid  once  more," 
said  Amelius,  resignedly.  He  took  his  hat 
and  umbrella.  "  Don't  leave  me,  old  fellow," 
he  resumed  as  he  opened  the  door.  "  This 
is  the  turning-point  of  my  life.  I'm  sorely 
in  need  of  a  friend." 

"Do  you  think  she  will  marry  you  against 
the  will  of  her  uncle  and  aunt?"  Rufus  asked. 

"  I  am  certain  of  it,"  Amelius  answered. 
With  that  he  left  the  room. 

Rufus  looked  after  him  sadly.  Sympathy 
and  sorrow  were  expressed  in  every  line  of 
his  rugged  face.      "  My  poor  boy  !  how  will 
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he  bear  it,  if  she  says  Xo  ?  "What  will  be- 
come of  him,  if  she  says  Yes  ?"  He  rubbed 
his  hand  irritably  across  his  forehead,  like  a 
man  whose  own  thoughts  were  repellent  to 
him.  In  a  moment  more,  he  plunged  into 
his  pockets,  and  drew  out  again  the  letters 
introducing  him  to  the  secretaries  of  public 
institutions.  '-  If  there's  salvation  for  Ame- 
lius,"  he  said,  "  I  reckon  I  shall  find  it 
here." 
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CHAPTER  lY. 

The  medium  of  correspondence  between 
Amelius  and  Regina's  maid  was  an  old 
woman  who  kept  a  sliop  for  the  sale  of  news- 
papers and  periodicals,  in  a  by-street  not  far 
from  Mr.  Farnaby's  house.  From  this  place 
his  letters  were  delivered  to  the  maid,  under 
cover  of  the  morning  newspapers — and  here 
he  found  the  answers  waiting  for  him  later  in 
the  day.  ^'  If  Rufus  could  only  have  taken 
her  out  for  a  walk,  I  might  have  seen  Regina 
this  afternoon,"  thought  Amelius.  "  As  it  is, 
I  may  have  to  wait  till  to-morrow,  or  later 
still.  And  then,  there's  the  sovereign  to 
Phoebe."  He  sighed  as  he  thought  of  the 
fee.  Sovereigns  were  becoming  scarce  in  our 
young  Socialist's  purse. 
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Arriving  in  sight  of  the  newsvendor's 
shop,  Amehiis  noticed  a  man  leaving  it,  who 
walked  away  towards  the  farther  end  of  the 
street.  When  he  entered  the  shop  himself 
a  minute  afterwards,  the  woman  took  up  a 
letter  from  the  comiter.  "  A  young  man  has 
just  left  this  for  you,"  she  said. 

Amelius  recognised  the  maid's  handwriting 
on  the  address.  The  man  whom  he  had 
seen  leaving  the  shop  was  Phoebe's  mes- 
senger. 

He  opened  the  letter.  Her  mistress,  Phoebe 
explained,  was  too  much  flurried  to  be  able 
to  write.  The  master  had  astonished!  the 
whole  household  by  appearing  among  them 
at  least  three  hours  before  the  time  at 
which  he  was  accustomed  to  leave  his  place 
of  business.  He  had  found  "  Mrs.  Ormond  " 
(otherwise  Regina's  friend  and  correspondent, 
Cecilia)  paying  a  visit  to  his  niece,  and  had 
asked  to  speak  with  her  in  private,  before  she 
took  leave.  The  result  was  an  invitation  to 
Regina,  from  Mrs.  Ormond,  to  stay  for  a 
little  while  at  her  house  in  the  neio'hbour- 
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hood  of  Harrow.  The  ladies  were  to  leave 
London  together,  in  Mrs.  Ormond's  carriage, 
that  afternoon.  Under  stress  of  strong  per- 
suasion, on  the  part  of  her  imcle  and  aunt 
as  well  as  of  her  friend,  Regina  had  ended 
in  giving  way.  But  she  had  not  forgotten 
the  interests  of  Amelius.  She  was  willing 
to  see  him  privately  on  the  next  day,  pro- 
vided he  left  London  by  the  train  which 
reached  Harrow  soon  after  eleven  in  the  fore- 
noon. If  it  happened  to  rain,  then  he  must 
put  off  his  journey  until  the  first  fine  day, 
arriving  in  any  case  at  the  same  hour.  The 
place  at  which  he  was  to  wait  was  described 
to  him ;  and  with  these  instructions  the  letter 
ended. 

The  rapidity  with  which  Mr.  Farnaby  had 
carried  out  his  resolution  to  separate  the 
lovers  placed  the  weakness  of  Eegina's  cha- 
racter before  Amelius  in  a  new  and  startling 
light.  Why  had  she  not  stood  on  her  privi- 
leges, as  a  woman  who  had  arrived  at  years 
of  discretion,  and  refused  to  leave  London 
until  she  had  first  heard  what  her  lover  had 
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to  say?  Amelius  had  left  his  American 
friend,  feehng  sure  that  Eegina's  decision 
would  he  in  his  favour,  when  she  was  called 
upon  to  choose  between  the  man  who  was 
ready  to  marry  her,  and  the  man  who  was 
nothing  but  her  uncle  by  courtesy.  For  the 
first  time,  he  now  felt  that  his  own  confident 
anticipations  might,  by  bare  possibility,  de- 
ceive him.  He  returned  to  his  lodgings,  in 
such  a  state  of  depression,  that  compassionate 
Rufus  insisted  on  taking  him  out  to  dinner, 
and  hurried  him  off  afterwards  to  the  play. 
Thoroughly  prostrated,  Amelius  submitted  to 
the  genial  influence  of  his  friend.  He  had 
not  even  energy  enough  to  feel  surprised 
when  Rufus  stopped,  on  their  way  to  the 
tavern,  at  a  dingy  building  adorned  with  a 
Grecian  portico,  and  left  a  letter  and  a  card 
in  charge  of  a  servant  at  the  side-door. 

The  next  day,  by  a  happy  interposition  of 
Fortune,  proved  to  be  a  day  without  rain. 
Amelius  followed  his  instructions  to  the 
letter.  A  little  watery  sunshine  showed 
itself  as  he  left  the  station  at  Harrow.     His 
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mind  was  still  in  such  a  state  of  doubt  and 
disturbance  that  it  drew  from  superstition 
a  faint  encouragement  to  hope.  He  hailed 
the  feeble  November  sunlight  as  a  good 
omen. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ormond's  place  of  residence 
stood  alone,  surrounded  by  its  own  grounds. 
A  wooden  fence  separated  the  property,  on 
one  side,  from  a  muddy  little  by-road,  leading 
to  a  neighbouring  farm.  At  a  wicket-gate  in 
this  fence,  giving  admission  to  a  shubbery 
situated  at  some  distance  from  the  house, 
Amelius  now  waited  for  the  appearance  of 
the  maid. 

After  a  delay  of  a  few  minutes  only,  the 
faithful  Phoebe  approached  the  gate  with  a 
key  in  her  hand.  "  Where  is  she  ?  "  Amelius 
asked,  as  the  girl  opened  the  gate  for  him. 

"  Waiting  for  you  in  the  shrubbery.  Stop, 
sir ;  I  have  something  to  say  to  you  first." 

Amelius  took  out  his  purse,  and  produced 
the  fee.  Even  he  had  observed  that  Phoebe 
was  perhaps  a  little  too  eager  to  get  her 
money ! 
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"  Thank  you,  sir.  Please  to  look  at  your 
watch.  Yon  mustn't  be  with  Miss  Eegina  a 
moment  longer  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour." 

"  Why  not  ?  " 

"  This  is  the  time,  sir,  when  Mrs.  Ormond 
is  engaged  every  day  with  her  cook  and 
housekeeper.  In  a  quarter  of  an  hour  the 
orders  will  he  given — and  Mrs.  Ormond  will 
join  Miss  Regina  for  a  walk  in  the  grounds. 
You  will  be  the  ruin  of  me,  sir,  if  she  finds 
you  here."  With  that  warning,  the  maid  led 
the  way  along  the  winding  paths  of  the 
shrubbery. 

"  I  must  thank  you  for  your  letter,  Phoebe," 
said  Amelius,  as  he  followed  her.  ^'By-the-by, 
who  was  your  messenger  ?  " 

Phoebe's  answer  was  no  answer  at  all. 
"  Only  a  young  man,  sir,"  she  said. 

"  In  plain  words,  your  sweetheart,  I  sup- 
pose  t 

Phoebe's  expressive  silence  was  her  only 
reply.  She  turned  a  corner,  and  pointed  to 
her  mistress  standing  alone  before  the  entrance 
of  a  damp  and  deserted  summer-house. 
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Regina  put  her  liandkercliief  to  her  eyes, 
when  the  maid  had  discreetly  retired.  ''  Oh," 
she  said  softly,  "  I  am  afraid  this  is  very 
wrong." 

Amelius  removed  the  handkerchief  by  the 
exercise  of  a  little  gentle  force,  and  adminis- 
tered comfort  under  the  form  of  a  kiss. 
Having  opened  the  proceedings  in  this  way, 
he  put  his  first  question,  "  Why  did  you  leave 
London  ?  " 

"  How  could  I  help  it  ? "  said  Regina, 
feebly.  "  They  were  all  against  me.  What 
else  could  I  do  ?  " 

It  occurred  to  Amelius  that  she  might,  at 
her  age,  have  asserted  a  will  of  her  own. 
He  kept  his  idea,  however,  to  himself;  and, 
giving  her  his  arm,  led  her  slowly  along  the 
path  of  the  shrubbery.  "  You  have  heard,  I 
suppose,  what  Mr.  Farnaby  expects  of  me  ?  " 
he  said. 

"  Yes,  dear." 

"  I  call  it  worse  than  mercenary — I  call  it 
downright  brutal." 

"  Oh,  Amelius,  don't  talk  so  !  " 
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Amelius  came  suddenly  to  a  standstill. 
"  Does  that  mean  you  agree  with  him  ?  "  he 
asked. 

''  Don't  be  angry  with  me,  dear.  I  only 
meant  there  was  some  excuse  for  him." 

"  What  excuse  ?  " 

"  Well,  you  see,  he  has  a  high  idea  of  your 
family,  and  he  thought  you  were  rich  people. 
And — I  know  you  didn't  mean  it,  Amelius — 
but,  still,  you  did  disappoint  him." 

Amelius  dropped  her  arm.  This  mildly- 
persistent  defence  of  Mr.  Farnaby  exasperated 
him. 

"  Perhaps  I  have  disappointed  you  ?  "  he 
said. 

"  Oh,  no,  no  !  Oh,  how  cruel  you  are  !  " 
The  ready  tears  showed  themselves  again  in 
her  magnificent  eyes — gentle  considerate  tears 
that  raised  no  storm  in  her  bosom,  and  pro- 
duced no  unbecoming  results  in  her  face. 
^'  Don't  be  hard  on  me  !  "  she  said,  appealing 
to  him  helplessly,  like  a  charming  overgrown 
child. 

Some  men  might  have  still  resisted  her ; 
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but  Amelius  was  not  one  of  them.  He  took 
her  hand,  and  pressed  it  tenderly. 

"  Regina,"  he  said,  ''  do  you  love  me  ?  " 

"  You  know  I  do  !  " 

He  put  his  arm  round  her  waist,  he  concen- 
trated the  passion  that  was  in  him  into  a 
look,  and  poured  that  look  into  her  eyes. 
"Do  you  love  me  as  dearly  as  I  love  you  ? " 
he  whispered. 

She  felt  it  with  all  the  little  passion  that 
was  in  her.  After  a  moment  of  hesitation, 
she  put  one  arm  timidly  round  his  neck, 
and,  bending  her  grand  head,  laid  it  on  his 
bosom.  Her  finely-rounded,  supple,  muscular 
figure  trembled,  as  if  she  had  been  the  most 
fragile  woman  living.  "  Dear  Amelius  !  " 
she  murmured  inaudibly.  He  tried  to  speak 
to  her — his  voice  failed  him.  She  had,  in 
perfect  innocence,  fired  his  young  blood.  He 
drew  her  closer  and  closer  to  him  :  he  lifted 
her  head,  with  a  masterful  resolution  which 
she  was  not  able  to  resist,  and  pressed  his 
kisses  in  hot  and  breathless  succession  on  her 
lips.     His   vehemence   frightened   her.     She 
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tore  herself  out  of  his  arms  with  a  sudden 
exertion  of  strength  that  took  him  completely 
by  surprise.  ''  I  didn't  think  you  would  have 
been  rude  to  me  !  "  With  that  mild  reproach, 
she  turned  away,  and  took  the  path  which 
led  from  the  shrubbery  to  the  house.  A  melius 
followed  her,  entreating  that  she  would  accept 
his  excuses  and  grant  him  a  few  minutes 
more.  He  modestly  laid  all  the  blame  on  her 
beauty — he  lamented  that  he  had  not  reso- 
lution  enough  to  resist  the  charm  of  it. 
When  did  that  commonplace  compliment  ever 
fail  to  produce  its  effect  ?  Regina  smiled 
with  the  weakly  complacent  good-nature, 
which  was  only  saved  from  being  con- 
temptible by  its  association  with  her  personal 
attractions.  "  Will  you  promise  to  behave  ?  " 
she  stipulated.  And  Amelius,  not  very 
eagerly,  promised. 

"  Shall  we  go  into  the  summer-house  ?  "  he 
suggested. 

"  It's  very  damp  at  this  time  of  year," 
Regina  answered,  with  placid  good  sense. 
"  Perhaps  we  might  catch  cold — we  had 
better  walk  about." 
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They  walked  accordingly.  "  I  wanted  to 
speak  to  you  about  our  marriage,"  Amelius 
resumed. 

She  sighed  softly.  "  We  have  some  time 
to  wait,"  she  said,  "  before  we  can  think  of 
that." 

He  passed  this  reply  over  without  notice. 
"  You  know,"  he  went  on,  "  that  I  have  an 
income  of  five  hundred  a  year  ? " 

"Yes,  dear." 

"  There  are  hundreds  of  thousands  of 
respectable  artisans,  Regina,  (with  large 
families),  who  live  comfortably  on  less  than 
half  my  income." 

"Do  they,  dear ? " 

"  And  many  gentlemen  are  not  better  off. 
Curates,  for  instance.  Do  you  see  what  I  am 
coming  to,  my  darling  ?  " 

"No,  dear." 

"  Could  you  live  with  me  in  a  cottage  in 
the  country,  with  a  nice  garden,  and  one 
little  maid  to  wait  on  us,  and  two  or  three 
new  dresses  in  a  year  ?  " 

Regina  lifted  her  fine  eyes  in  sober  ecstasy 
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to  the  sky.  "  It  sounds  very  tempting,"  slie 
remarked,  in  the  sweetest  tones  of  her 
voice. 

"  And  it  could  all  be  done,"  Amelius  pro- 
ceeded, "  on  five  hundred  a  year." 

"  Could  it,  dear  ?  " 

"  I  have  calculated  it  —  allowing  the 
necessary  margin — and  I  am  sure  of  what  I 
say.  And  I  have  done  something  else ;  I 
have  asked  about  the  Marriage  License. 
I  can  easily  find  lodgings  in  the  neighbour- 
hood. We  mio'ht  be  married  at  Harrow  in  a 
fortnight." 

Regina  started :  her  eyes  opened  widely, 
and  rested  on  Amelius  with  an  expression  of 
incredulous  w^onder.  "  Married  in  a  fort- 
night ? "  she  repeated.  ''  What  would  my 
uncle  and  aunt  say  ?  " 

"  My  angel,  our  happiness  doesn't  depend 
on  your  uncle  and  aunt — our  happiness 
depends  on  ourselves.  Nobody  has  any 
power  to  control  us.  I  am  a  man,  and  you 
are  a  woman ;  and  we  have  a  right  to  be 
married  w^ienever  we   like."      Amelius  pro- 
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nounced  this  last  oracular  sentence  with  his 
head  held  high,  and  a  pleasant  inner  per- 
suasion of  the  convincing  manner  in  which 
he  had  stated  his  case. 

"  Without  my  uncle  to  give  me  away ! " 
Eegina  exclaimed.  "  Without  my  aunt ! 
With  no  bridesmaids,  and  no  friends,  and  no 
wedding-breakfast !  Oh,  Amelius,  what  can 
you  be  thinking  of?  "  She  drew  back  a  step, 
and  looked  at  him  in  helpless  consternation. 

For  the  moment,  and  the  moment  only, 
Amelius  lost  all  patience  with  her.  "  If  you 
really  loved  me,"  he  said  bitterly,  "  you 
wouldn't  think  of  the  bridesmaids  and  the 
breakfast !  "  Regina  had  her  answer  ready 
in  her  pocket — she  took  out  her  handkerchief. 
Before  she  could  lift  it  to  her  eyes,  Amelius 
recovered  himself.  "  No,  no,"  he  said,  "  I 
didn't  mean  that — I  am  sure  you  love  me — 
take  my  arm  again.  Do  you  know,  Regina, 
I  doubt  whether  your  uncle  has  told  you 
everything  that  passed  between  us.  Are  you 
really  aware  of  the  hard  terms  that  he  insists 
on?      He    expects    me   to   increase   my   five 
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hundred  a  year  to  two  thousand,  before  he 
will  sanction  our  marriage." 

''  Yes,  dear,  he  told  me  that." 

"  I  have  as  much  chance  of  earning  fifteen 
hundred  a  year,  Regina,  as  I  have  of  being- 
made  King  of  England.  Did  he  tell  you  thatV 

"  He  doesn't  agree  with  you,  dear — he 
thinks  you  might  earn  it  (with  your  abilities) 
in  ten  years." 

This  time  it  was  the  turn  of  Amelius  to 
look  at  Regina  in  helpless  consternation. 
"  Ten  years  ?  "  he  repeated.  "Do  you  coolly 
contemplate  waiting  ten  years  before  we  are 
married  ?  Good  heavens  !  is  it  possible  that 
you  are  thinking  of  the  money  ?  that  yoic 
can't  live  without  carriages  and  footmen,  and 
ostentation  and  grandeur ?  " 

He  stopped.  For  once,  even  Regina  showed 
that  she  had  spirit  enough  to  be  angry.  "You 
ought  to  be  ashamed  of  yourself  to  speak  to 
me  in  that  way !  "  she  broke  out  indignantly. 
"  If  you  have  no  better  opinion  of  me  than 
that,  I  won't  marry  you  at  all — no,  not  if  you 
had  fifty  thousand    a   year,  sir,  to-morrow ! 
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Am  I  to  have  no  sense  of  duty  to  my  uncle — • 
to  the  good  man  who  has  been  a  second 
father  to  me  ?  Do  you  think  I  am  ungrateful 
enouo;h  to  set  his  wishes  at  defiance  ?  Oh 
yes,  I  know  you  don't  like  him  !  I  know 
that  a  great  many  people  don't  like  him. 
That  doesn't  make  any  difference  to  Me  ? 
But  for  dear  uncle  Farnaby,  I  might  have 
gone  to  the  workhouse,  I  might  have  been 
a  starving  needlewoman,  a  poor  persecuted 
maid-of-all-work.  Am  I  to  forget  that,  be- 
cause you  have  no  patience,  and  only  think 
of  yourself?  Oh,  I  wish  I  had  never  met 
with  you  !  I  wish  I  had  never  been  fool 
enough  to  be  as  fond  of  you  as  I  am  !  "  With 
that  confession,  she  turned  her  back  on  him, 
and  took  refuge  in  her  handkerchief  once 
more. 

Amelius  stood  looking  at  her  in  silent 
despair.  After  the  tone  in  which  she  had 
spoken  of  her  obligations  to  her  uncle,  it  was 
useless  to  anticipate  any  satisfactory  result 
from  the  exertion  of  his  influence  over  Regina. 
Recalling  what  he  had  seen   and   heard,  in 
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Mrs.  Farnaby's  room,  Amelius  could  not 
doubt  that  the  motive  of  pacifying  his  wife 
was  the  motive  which  had  first  led  Farnaby 
to  receive  Regina  into  his  house.  Was  it 
unreasonable  or  unjust  to  infer,  that  the 
orphan  child  must  have  been  mainly  in- 
debted to  Mrs.  Farnaby 's  sense  of  duty  to 
the  memory  of  her  sister  for  the  parental 
protection  afforded  to  her,  from  that  time 
forth'?  It  would  have  been  useless,  and 
worse  than  useless,  to  place  before  Regina 
such  considerations  as  these.  Her  exagger- 
ated idea  of  the  gratitude  that  she  owed  to 
her  uncle  was  bevond  the  limited  reach  of 
reason.  Nothing  was  to  be  gained  by  oppo- 
sition ;  and  no  sensible  course  was  left  but 
to  say  some  peace-making  words  and  submit. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Regina,  if  I  have 
offended  you.  You  have  sadly  disappointed 
me.  I  haven't  deliberately  misjudged  you ; 
I  can  say  no  more." 

She  turned  round  quickly,  and  looked  at 
him.  There  was  an  ominous  change  to  re- 
signation in  his  voice,  there  was  a  dogged 
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submission  in  liis  manner,  that  alarmed  her. 
She  had  never  yet  seen  him  nnder  the 
perilously-patient  aspect  in  which  he  now 
presented  himself,  after  his  apology  had  been 

made. 

"  I  forgive  you,  Amelias,  with  all  my 
heart,"  she  said — and  timidly  held  out  her 
hand. 

He  took  it,  raised  it  silently  to  his  lips,  and 
dropped  it  again. 

She  suddenly  turned  pale.  All  the  love 
that  she  had  in  her  to  give  to  a  man,  she  had 
S'iven  to  Amelius.  Her  heart  sank ;  she 
asked  herself,  in  blank  terror,  if  she  had  lost 
him. 

"  I  am  afraid  it  is  /  who  have  offended 
you,''  she  said.  "Don't  be  angry  with  me, 
Amelius  !  don't  make  me  more  unhappy  than 
I  am ! " 

"I  am  not  in  the  least  angry,"  he  an- 
swered, still  in  the  quiet  subdued  way  that 
terrified  her.  "  You  can't  expect  me,  Regina, 
to  contemplate  a  ten  years'  engagement  cheer- 
fully." 
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She  took  his  hand,  and  held  it  in  both  her 
own  hands — held  it,  as  if  his  love  for  her  was 
there  and  she  was  determined  not  to  let 
it  go. 

"  If  you  will  only  leave  it  to  me,"  she 
pleaded,  '^  the  engagement  shan't  be  so  long- 
as  that.  Try  my  nncle  with  a  little  kindness 
and  respect,  Amelius,  instead  of  saying  hard 
words  to  him.  Or  let  me  try  him,  if  you 
are  too  proud  to  give  way.  May  I  say  that 
you  had  no  intention  of  offending  him,  and 
that  you  are  willing  to  leave  the  future  to 
me  ? 

"  Certainly,"  said  Amelius,  "  if  you  think 
it  will  be  of  the  slightest  use."  His  tone 
added  plainly,  "  I  don't  believe  in  your  uncle, 
mind,  as  you  do." 

She  still  persisted.  "It  will  be  of  the 
greatest  use,"  she  went  on.  "  He  will  let 
me  go  home  again,  and  he  will  not  object  to 
your  coming  to  see  me.  He  doesn't  like  to 
be  despised  and  set  at  defiance — who  does  ? 
Be  patient,  Amelius  ;  and  I  will  persuade 
him  to  expect   less   money   from  you — only 
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what  you  may  earn,  dear,  with  your  talents, 
long  before  ten  years  have  passed."  She 
waited  for  a  word  of  reply  which  might  show 
that  she  had  encouraged  him  a  little.  He 
only  smiled.  ''  You  talk  of  loving  me,"  she 
said,  drawing  back  from  him  with  a  look  of 
reproach  ;  "  and  you  don't  even  believe  what 
I  say  to  you."  She  stopped,  and  looked 
behind  her  with  a  faint  cry  of  alarm.  Hurried 
footsteps  were  audible  on  the  other  side  of 
the  evergreens  that  screened  them.  Amelius 
stepped  back  to  a  turn  in  the  path,  and  dis- 
covered Phoebe. 

"  Don't  stay  a  moment  longer,  sir ! "  cried 
the  girl.  "  I've  been  to  the  house — and  Mrs. 
Ormond  isn't  there  —  and  nobody  knows 
where  she  is.  Get  out  by  the  gate,  sir, 
while  you  have  the  chance." 

Amelius  returned  to  Regina.  "  I  mustn't 
get  the  girl  into  a  scrape,"  he  said.  "  You 
know  where  to  write  to  me.     Good-bye." 

Regina  made  a  sign  to  the  maid  to  retire. 
Amelius  had  never  taken  leave  of  her  as 
he  was  takins;  leave  of  her  now.     She  forgot 
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the  fervent  embrace  and  tlie  daring  kisses — 
she  was  desperate  at  the  bare  idea  of  losing 
him.  ''  Oh,  Amelins,  don't  doubt  that  I  love 
you !  Say  you  beUeve  I  love  you !  Kiss 
me  before  you  go  !  " 

He  kissed  her — but,  ah,  not  as  he  had  kissed 
her  before.  He  said  the  words  she  wanted 
him  to  say — but  only  to  please  her,  not  with 
all  his  heart.  She  let  him  go  ;  reproaches 
would  be  wasted  at  that  moment. 

Phoebe  found  her  pale  and  immovable, 
rooted  to  the  spot  on  which  they  had  parted. 
"  Dear,  dear  me,  miss,  what's  gone  wrong  ?  " 

And  her  mistress  answered  wildly,  in 
words  that  had  never  before  passed  her  placid 
lips,  "0  Phoebe,  I  wish  I  was  dead  !  " 


Such  was  the  impression  left  on  the  mind 
of  Regina  by  the  interview  in  the  shrubbery. 

The  impression  left  on  the  mind  of  Amelius 
was  stated  in  equally  strong  language,  later 
in  the  day.  His  American  friend  asked  inno- 
cently for  news,  and  was  answered  in  these 
terms  : 

VOL.  II.  E 
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"  Find  something  to  occupy  my  mind, 
Rufus,  or  I  shall  throw  the  whole  thing  over 
and  go  to  the  devil." 

The  wise  man  from  New  England  was  too 
wise  to  trouble  Amelius  with  questions,  under 
these  circumstances.  ^^Is  that  so?  "was  all 
he  said.  Then  he  put  his  hand  in  his  pocket, 
and,  producing  a  letter,  laid  it  quietly  on  the 
table. 

"  For  me  ?  "  Amelius  asked. 

"  You  wanted  something  to  occupy  your 
mind,"   the  wily  Rufus  answered.      "  There 
tis. 

Amelius  read  the  letter.  It  was  dated, 
"  Hampden  Institution."  The  secretary  in- 
vited Amelius,  in  highly  complimentary 
terms,  to  lecture,  in  the  hall  of  the  Institu- 
tion, on  Christian  Socialism  as  taught  and 
practised  in  the  Community  at  Tadmor.  He 
was  offered  two-thirds  of  the  profits  derived 
from  the  sale  of  places,  and  was  left  free  to 
appoint  his  own  evening  (at  a  week's  notice) 
and  to  issue  his  own  advertisements.  Minor 
details  were  reserved  to  be  discussed  with  the 
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secretary,  when  the  lecturer  had  consented  to 
the  arrangement  proposed  to  him. 

Havino'  finished  the  letter,  Amelins  looked 
at  his  friend.  ''  This  is  your  doing,"  he 
said. 

Eufus  admitted  it,  with  his  customary 
candour.  He  had  a  letter  of  introduction  to 
the  secretary,  and  he  had  called  by  appoint- 
ment that  morning.  The  Institution  wanted 
something  new  to  attract  the  members  and 
the  public.  Having  no  present  intention  of 
lecturing  himself,  he  had  thought  of  Amelius, 
and  had  spoken  his  thought.  "  I  mentioned," 
Eufus  added  slyly,  "  that  I  didn't  reckon  you 
would  mount  the  platform.  But  he's  a 
sanguine  creature,  that  secretary — and  he 
said  he'd  try." 

"  Why  should  I  say  No  ?  "  Amelius  asked, 
a  little  irritably.  "  The  secretary  pays  me 
a  compliment,  and  offers  me  an  opportunity 
of  spreading  our  principles.  Perhaps,"  he 
added,  more  quietly,  after  a  moment's  reflec- 
tion, "  you  thought  I  might  not  be  equal  to 
the  occasion — and,  in  that  case,  I  don't  say 
you  were  wrong." 
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Rufus  shook  his  head.  ^'  If  you  had  passed 
your  life  in  this  decrepit  Kttle  island,"  he 
replied,  "  I  might  have  doubted  you,  likely 
enough.  But  Tadmor's  situated  in  the  United 
States.  If  they  don't  practise  the  boys  in  the 
art  of  orating,  don't  you  tell  me  there's  an 
American  citizen  with  a  voice  in  that  society. 
Gruess  again,  my  son.  You  won't  ?  Well, 
then,  'twas  uncle  Farnaby  I  had  in  my  mind. 
I  said  to  myself — not  to  the  secretary — 
Amelius  is  bound  to  consider  uncle  Farnaby. 
Oh,  my  !  what  would  uncle  Farnaby  say  ?  " 

The  hot  temper  of  Amelius  took  fire  in- 
stantly. "  What  the  devil  do  I  care  for 
Farnaby 's  opinions  ?  "  he  burst  out.  "  If 
there's  a  man  in  England  who  wants  the 
principles  of  Christian  Socialism  beaten  into 
his  thick  head,  it's  Farnaby.  Are  you  going 
to  see  the  secretary  again  ? " 

"  I  might  look  in,"  Rufus  answered,  "  in 
the  course  of  the  evening." 

"  Tell  him  I'll  give  the  lecture — with  my 
compliments  and  thanks.  If  I  can  only 
succeed,"   pursued  Amelius,  heating  himself 
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with  the  new  idea,  "  I  mav  make  a  name  as 
a  lecturer,  and  a  name  means  money,  and 
money  means  beating  Farnaby  with  his  own 
weapons.  It's  an  ojoening  for  me,  Eufus,  at 
the  crisis  of  my  life." 

"  That  IS  so,"  Eufus  admitted.  "  I  may  as 
well  look  up  the  secretary." 

"  Why  shouldn't  I  go  with  you  ?  "  Amelius 
suggested. 

"  Why  not  ?  "  Eufus  agreed. 

They  left  the  house  together. 


BOOK    THE    FIFTH. 
THE  FATAL  LECTURE. 
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CHAPTER   I. 

Late  that  niglit  Amelius  sat  alone  in  liis 
room,  making  notes  for  the  lecture  which  he 
had  now  formally  engaged  himself  to  deliver 
in  a  week's  time. 

Thanks  to  his  American  education  (as 
Rufus  had  supposed),  he  had  not  been  with- 
out practice  in  the  art  of  public  speaking. 
He  had  learnt  to  face  his  fellow-creatures  in 
the  act  of  oratory,  and  to  hear  the  sound  of 
his  own  voice  in  a  silent  assembly,  without 
trembling  from  head  to  foot.  English  news- 
papers were  regularly  sent  to  Tadmor,  and 
English  politics  were  frequently  discussed  in 
the  little  parliament  of  the  Community.  The 
prospect  of  addressing  a  new  audience,  with 
their  sympathies  probably  against  him  at  the 
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outset,  had  its  terrors  ■andoubtedly.  But  the 
more  formidable  consideration,  to  the  mind  of 
AmeHus,  was  presented  by  the  limits  imposed 
on  him  in  the  matter  of  time.  The  lecture 
was  to  be  succeeded  (at  the  request  of  a 
clerical  member  of  the  Institution)  by  a 
public  discussion ;  and  the  secretary's  expe- 
rience suggested  that  the  lecturer  would  da 
well  to  reduce  his  address  within  the  compass 
of  an  hour.  "  Socialism  is  a  large  subject  to 
be  squeezed  into  that  small  space,"  Amelius 
had  objected.  And  the  secretary  sighed,  and 
answered,  "  They  won't  listen  any  longer." 

Making  notes,  from  time  to  time,  of  the 
points  on  which  it  was  most  desirable  to 
insist,  and  on  the  relative  positions  which 
they  should  occupy  in  his  lecture,  the  memory 
of  Amelius  became  more  and  more  absorbed 
in  recalling  the  scenes  in  which  his  early  life 
had  been  passed. 

He  laid  down  his  pen,  as  the  clock  of  the 
nearest  church  struck  the  first  dark  hour  of 
the  morning,  and  let  his  thoughts  take  him 
back  again,  without  interruption  or  restraint, 
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to  the  hills  and  vales  of  Tadmor.  Once  more 
the  kind  old  Elder  Brother  taught  him  the 
noble  lessons  of  Christianity  as  they  came 
from  the  insjoired  Teacher's  own  lips  ;  once 
more  he  took  his  turn  of  healthv  work  in  the 
a'arden  and  the  field ;  once  more  the  voices  of 
his  companions  joined  with  him  in  the  even- 
ing songs,  and  the  timid  little  figure  of 
Mellicent  stood  at  his  side,  content  to  hold 
the  music-book  and  listen.  How  poor,  how 
corrupt,  did  the  life  look  that  he  was  leading' 
now,  by  comparison  with  the  life  that  he  had 
led  in  those  earlier  and  happier  days  !  How 
shamefully  he  had  forgotten  the  simple  pre- 
cepts of  Christian  humility,  Christian  sym- 
pathy, and  Christian  self-restraint,  in  wdiich 
his  teachers  had  trusted  as  the  safeguards 
that  w^ere  to  preserve  him  from  the  foul 
contact  of  the  world !  Within  the  last  two 
days  only,  he  had  refused  to  make  merciful 
allowance  for  the  errors  of  a  man,  whose 
life  had  been  wasted  in  the  sordid  struo-o-le 
upward  from  poverty  to  wealth.  And,  worse 
yet,  he  had   cruelly  distressed  the  poor  girl 
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who  loved  him,  at  the  prompting  of  those 
selfish  passions  which  it  was  his  first  and 
foremost  duty  to  restrain.  The  bare  remem- 
brance of  it  was  unendurable  to  him,  in  his 
present  frame  of  mind.  With  his  customary 
impetuosity,  he  snatched  up  the  pen,  to  make 
atonement  before  he  went  to  rest  that  night. 
He  wrote  in  few  words  to  Mr.  Farnaby, 
declaring  that  he  regretted  haying  spoken 
impatiently  and  contemptuously  at  the  inter- 
view between  them,  and  expressing  the  hope 
that  their  experience  of  each  other,  in  the 
time  to  come,  might  perhaps  lead  to  accept- 
able concessions  on  either  side.  His  letter  to 
Eegina  was  written,  it  is  needless  to  say,  in 
warmer  terms  and  at  much  greater  length  :  it 
was  the  honest  outpouring  of  his  love  and  his 
penitence.  When  the  letters  were  safe  in 
their  envelopes  he  was  not  satisfied,  even  yet. 
No  matter  what  the  hour  might  be,  there  was 
no  ease  of  mind  for  Amelius,  until  he  had 
actually  posted  his  letters.  He  stole  down- 
stairs, and  softly  unbolted  the  door,  and 
hurried    away    to     the     nearest    letter-box. 
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When  he  had  let  himself  in  again  with  his 
latch-kej,  his  mind  was  relieved  at  last. 
"  Now,"  he  thought,  as  he  lit  his  bed-room 
candle,  "  I  can  go  to  sleep  !  " 

A  visit  from  Rufiis  was  the  first  event  of 
the  dav. 

The  two  set  to  work  together  to  draw  out 
the   necessary  advertisement  of   the  lecture. 
It  was  well  calculated  to  attract  attention  in 
certain    quarters.      The    announcement    ad- 
dressed itself,  in  capital  letters,  to  all  honest 
people    who    were    poor    and    discontented. 
"  Come,  and  hear  the  remedy  which  Christian 
Socialism    provides    for    your    troubles,    ex- 
plained to  you  by  a  friend  and  a  brother  ; 
and  pay  no  more  than  sixpence  for  the  j^lace 
that  you  occupy."    The  necessary  information 
as  to  time  and  place  followed   this  appeal ; 
includino'  the  offer  of  reserved  seats  at  hio-her 
prices.      By   advice    of    the    secretary,    the 
advertisement  was   not   sent   to  any  journal 
having  its  circulation   among   the  wealthier 
classes  of  society.     It  appeared  prominently 
in  one  daily  paper  and  in  two  weekly  papers ; 
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the  three  possessing  an  aggregate  sale  of 
four  hundred  thousand  copies.  "  Assume 
only  five  readers  to  each  copy,"  cried  san- 
guine Amelius,  ''  and  we  appeal  to  an 
audience  of  two  millions.  What  a  mag- 
nificent publicity  !  " 

There  was  one  inevitable  result  of  mag- 
nificent publicity  which  Amelius  failed  to 
consider.  His  advertisements  were  certain 
to  bring  people  together,  who  might  other- 
wise never  have  met  in  the  great  world  of 
London,  under  one  roof.  All  over  England, 
Scotland,  and  Ireland,  he  invited  unknown 
guests  to  pass  the  evening  with  him.  In 
such  circumstances,  recognitions  may  take 
place  between  persons  who  have  lost  sight 
of  each  other  for  years  ;  conversations  may 
be  held,  which  might  otherwise  never  have 
been  exchanged  ;  and  results  may  follow,  for 
which  the  hero  of  the  evening  may  be  in- 
nocently responsible,  because  two  or  three 
among  his  audience  happen  to  be  sitting 
to  hear  him  on  the  same  bench.  A  man 
who  opens  his  doors,  and  invites  the  public 
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indiscriminately  to  come  in,  runs  the  risk  of 
playing  with  inflammable  materials,  and  can 
never  be  sure  at  what  time  or  in  what  direc- 
tion they  may  explode. 

Rufus  himself  took  the  fair  copies  of  the 
advertisement  to  the  nearest  agent.  Amelius 
stayed  at  home  to  think  over  his  lecture. 

He  was  interrupted  by  the  arrival  of  Mr. 
Farnaby's  answer  to  his  letter.  The  man  of 
the  oily  whiskers  wrote  courteously  and 
guardedly.  He  was  evidently  flattered  and 
pleased  by  the  advance  that  had  been  made 
to  him  ;  and  he  was  quite  willing  "  under  the 
circumstances,"  to  give  the  lovers  opportuni- 
ties of  meeting  at  his  house.  At  the  same 
time,  he  limited  the  number  of  the  opjoor- 
tunities.  ^'  Once  a  week,  for  the  present,  my 
dear  sir.  Eegina  will  doubtless  write  to  you, 
when  she  returns  to  London." 

Regina  wrote,  by  return  of  post.  The  next 
morning  Amelius  received  a  letter  from  her 
which  enchanted  him.  She  had  never  loved 
him  as  she  loved  him  now ;  she  longed  to 
see   him  again ;    she  had  prevailed  on  Mrs. 
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Ormond  to  let  her  shorten  her  visit,  and  to 
intercede  for  her  with  the  authorities  at 
home.  They  were  to  return  together  to 
London  on  the  afternoon  of  the  next  day. 
Amehus  would  he  sure  to  find  her,  if  he 
arranged  to  call  in  time  for  five-o'clock  tea. 

Towards  four  o'clock  on  the  next  day, 
while  Amelius  was  putting  the  finishing 
touches  to  his  dress,  he  was  informed  that 
"  a  young  person  wished  to  see  him."  The 
visitor  proved  to  he  Phoebe,  with  her  hand- 
kerchief to  her  eyes  ;  indulging  in  grief,  in 
humble  imitation  of  her  young  mistress's 
gentle  method  of  proceeding  on  similar  oc- 
casions. 

"  Good  Grod  !  "  cried  Amelius,  "  has  any- 
thing happened  to  Eegina  ?  " 

"  No,  sir,"  Phoebe  murmured  behind  the 
handkerchief.  "  Miss  Regina  is  at  home,  and 
well." 

"  Then  what  are  you  crying  about  ?  " 

Phoebe  forgot  her  mistress's  gentle  method. 
She  answered,  with  an  explosion  of  sobs, 
"  I'm  ruined,  sir  !  " 
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"  What  do  you  mean  by  being  ruined  ? 
Who's  done  it  ?  " 

"  You've  done  it,  sir  !  " 

Amehus  started.  His  relations  with  Phoebe 
had  been  purely  and  entirely  of  the  pecuniary 
sort.  She  was  a  showy,  pretty  girl,  with  a 
smart  little  fi oaire — but  with  some  undeniably 
bad  lines,  which  only  observant  physiogno- 
mists remarked,  about  her  eyebrows  and  her 
mouth.  Amelius  was  not  a  physiognomist ; 
but  he  was  in  love  with  Regina,  which  at  his 
age  implied  faithful  love.  It  is  only  men 
over  forty  who  can  court  the  mistress,  with 
reserves  of  admiration  to  spare  for  the  maid. 

"'  Sit  down,"  said  Amelius  ;  '^  and  tell  me 
in  two  words  what  you  mean." 

Phoebe  sat  down,  and  dried  her  eyes.  *^  I 
have  been  infamously  treated,  sir,  by  Mrs. 
Farnaby,"  she  began — and  stopped,  over- 
powered by  the  bare  remembrance  of  her 
wrono;s.  She  was  anoTv  enoun-h,  at  that 
moment,  to  be  off  her  guard.  The  vindictive 
nature  that  was  in  the  mrl  found  its  wav 
outward,    and    showed    itself    in    her    face. 

YOL.  II.  P 
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Amelias  perceived  the  change,  and  began  to 
doubt  whether  Phoebe  was  quite  worthy  of 
the  place  which  she  had  hitherto  held  in  his 
estimation. 

^'  Surely  there  must  be  some  mistake,"  he 
said.  "  What  opportunity  has  Mrs.  Farnaby 
had  of  ill-treating  you  ?  You  have  only  just 
got  back  to  London." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,  we  got  back  sooner 
than  we  expected.  Mrs.  Ormond  had  busi- 
ness in  town  :  and  she  left  Miss  Regina  at 
her  own  door,  nearly  two  hours  since." 

"  Well  ?  " 

"  Well,  sir,  I  had  hardly  taken  off  my 
bonnet  and  shawl,  when  I  was  sent  for  by 
Mrs.  Farnaby.  '  Have  you  unpacked  your 
box  yet  ?  '  says  she.  I  told  her  I  hadn't  had 
time  to  do  so.  ^  You  needn't  trouble  yourself 
to  unpack,'  says  she.  '  You  are  no  longer  in 
Miss  Regina's  service.  There  are  your  wages 
— with  a  month's  wages  besides,  in  place  of 
the  customary  warning.'  I'm  only  a  poor 
girl,  sir,  but  I  up  and  spoke  to  her  as  plain 
as  she  spoke  to  me.     '  I  want  to   know,'   I 
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says,  '  why  I  am  sent  away  in  this  uncivil 
manner  ?  '  I  couldn't  possibly  repeat  what 
she  said.  My  blood  boils  when  I  think  of 
it,"  Phoebe  declared,  with  melodramatic 
vehemence.  "  Somebody  has  found  us  out, 
sir.  Somebody  has  told  Mrs.  Farnaby  of  your 
private  meeting  with  Miss  Eegina  in  the 
shrubbery,  and  the  money  you  kindly  gave 
me.  I  believe  Mrs.  Ormond  is  at  the  bottom 
of  it ;  you  remember  nobody  knew  where  she 
was,  when  I  thought  she  was  in  the  house 
sjoeaking  to  the  cook.  That's  guess-work, 
I  allow,  so  far.  What  is  certain  is,  that  I 
have  been  spoken  to  as  if  I  was  the  lowest 
creature  that  walks  the  streets.  Mrs.  Farnaby 
refuses  to  give  me  a  character,  sir.  She 
actually  said  she  would  call  in  the  police,  if 
I  didn't  leave  the  house  in  half  an  hour. 
How  am  I  to  get  another  place,  without  a 
character  ?  Fm  a  ruined  girl,  that's  what  I 
am — and  all  through  You  !  " 

Threatened  at  this  point  with  an  illustra- 
tive outburst  of  sobbing,  Amelius  was  simple 
enough  to  try  the  consoling  influence  of  a 
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sovereign.  "  Why  don't  you  speak  to  Miss 
Kegina  ?  "  he  asked.  "  You  know  she  will 
help  you." 

"  She  has  done  all  she  can,  sir.     I  have 

nothing  to  say  against  Miss  Regina — she's  a 

good  creature.     She  came  into  the  room,  and 

begged,  and  prayed,  and  took  all  the  blame 

on  herself.      Mrs.  Farnaby  wouldn't  hear  a 

word.     '  I'm  mistress  here,'  she  says ;   '  you 

had  better  go  back  to  your  room.'     Ah,  Mr, 

Amelius,  I  can  tell  you  Mrs.  Farnaby  is  your 

enemy  as  well  as  mine  !    you'll  never  marry 

her  niece  if  she  can  stop  it.     Mark  my  words, 

sir,  that's  the  secret  of  the  vile  manner  in 

which  she  has  used   me.     My  conscience  is 

clear,   thank   God.     I've   tried  to  serve   the 

cause  of  true  love — and  I'm  not  ashamed  of 

it.     Never  mind  !  my  turn  is  to  come.     I'm 

only  a  poor  servant,  sent  adrift  in  the  world 

without  a  character.     Wait  a  little  !  you  see 

if  I  am  not  even  (and  better  than  even)  with 

Mrs.  Farnaby,  before  long  !     /  know  what  1 

know.     I  am  not  going  to  say  any  more  than 

that.     She  shall  rue  the  day,"  cried  Phoebe, 
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relapsing  into  melodrama  again,  "  when  she 
turned  me  out  of  the  house  like  a  thief !  " 

"  Come  !    come  !  "    said   Amelius,    sharply, 
''  you  mustn't  speak  in  that  way." 

Phoebe  had  got  her  money :  she  could 
afford  to  be  independent.  She  rose  from  her 
chair.  The  insolence  which  is  the  almost  in- 
variable accompaniment  of  a  sense  of  injury 
among  Englishwomen  of  her  class  expressed 
itself  in  her  answer  to  Amelius.  "  I  speak  as 
I  think,  sir.  I  have  some  spirit  in  me  ;  I  am 
not  a  woman  to  be  trodden  underfoot — and 
so  Mrs.  Farnaby  shall  find,  before  she  is 
many  days  older." 

"  Phoebe !  Phoebe  1  you  are  talking  like  a 
heathen.  If  Mrs.  Farnaby  has  behaved  to 
you  with  unjust  severity,  set  her  an  example 
of  moderation  on  your  side.  It's  your  duty 
as  a  Christian  to  forgive  injuries." 

Phoebe  burst  out  laughing.  "  Ilee-hee- 
hee  !  Thank  you,"  sir,  for  a  sermon  as  well 
as  a  sovereign.  You  have  been  most  kind, 
indeed  !  "  She  changed  suddenly  from  irony 
to   ano-er.     ''  I    never   was  called  a  heathen 
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before  !  Considering  what  I  have  done  for 
you,  I  think  you  might  at  least  have  been 
civil.  Grood  afternoon,  sir."  She  lifted  her 
saucy  little  snub-nose,  and  walked  with  dig- 
nity out  of  the  room.  * 

For  the  moment,  Amelius  was  amused.  As 
he  heard  the  house-door  closed,  he  turned 
laughing  to  the  window,  for  a  last  look 
at  Phoebe  in  the  character  of  an  injured 
Christian.  In  an  instant  the  smile  left  his 
lips — he  drew  back  from  the  window  with 
a  sxarx. 

A  man  had  been  waiting  for  Phoebe,  in  the 
street.  At  the  moment  when  Amelius  looked 
out,  she  had  just  taken  his  arm.  He  glanced 
back  at  the  house,  as  they  walked  away 
together.  Amelius  immediately  recognised, 
in  Phoebe's  companion  (and  sweetheart),  a 
vagabond  Irishman,  nicknamed  Jervy,  whose 
face  he  had  last  seen  at  Tadmor.  Employed 
as  one  of  the  agents  of  the  Community  in 
transacting  their  business  with  the  neigh- 
bouring town,  he  had  been  dismissed  for  mis- 
conduct, and  had  been  unwisely  taken  back 
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again,  at  tlie  intercession  of  a  respectable 
person  who  believed  in  liis  promises  of 
amendment.  Amelius  bad  suspected  this 
man  of  being  the  spy  who  officiously  in- 
formed against  Mellicent  and  himself;  but 
having  discovered  no  evidence  to  justify  his 
suspicions,  he  had  remained  silent  on  the 
subject.  It  was  now  quite  plain  to  him  that 
Jervy's  appearance  in  London  could  only  be 
attributed  to  a  second  dismissal  from  the 
service  of  the  Community,  for  some  offence 
sufficiently  serious  to  oblige  him  to  take 
refuge  in  England.  A  more  disreputable 
person  it  was  hardly  possible  for  Phoebe  to 
have  become  acquainted  with.  In  her  present 
vindictive  mood,  he  would  be  emphatically  a 
dangerous  companion  and  counsellor.  Ame- 
lius felt  this  so  strongly,  that  he  determined 
to  follow  them,  on  the  chance  of  finding  out 
where  Jervy  lived.  Unhappily,  he  had  only 
arrived  at  this  resolution  after  a  lapse  of  a 
minute  or  two.  He  ran  into  the  street — but 
it  was  too  late  ;  not  a  trace  of  them  was  to 
be   discovered.      Pursuing   his   way   to   Mr. 
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Farnaby's  house,  lie  decided  on  mentioning 
what  had  happened  to  Regina.  Her  aunt 
had  not  acted  wisely  in  refusing  to  let .  the 
maid  refer  to  her  for  a  character.  She  would 
do  well  to  set  herself  right  w4th  Phoebe,  in 
this  particular,  before  it  was  too  late. 


cv 
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CHAPTER  II. 

Mrs.  Farxaby  stood  at  the  door  of  her  own 
room,  and  looked  at  her  niece  with  an  air  of 
contemptuous  curiosity. 

"  Well  ?  You  and  your  lover  have  had 
a  fine  time  of  it  together,  I  suppose  ?  What 
do  you  want  here  ?  " 

"  Amelius  wishes  particularly  to  ^oeak  to 
you,  aunt." 

''  Tell  him  to  save  himself  the  trouble.  He 
may  reconcile  your  uncle  to  his  marriage — he 
won't  reconcile  Me." 

''  It's  not  about  that,  aunt ;  it's  about 
Phcebe." 

"  Does  he  want  me  to  take  Phoebe  back 
again  ? 

At  that  moment  Amelius  appeared  in  the 
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hall,  and  answered  the  question  himself.     "  I 
want   to  give  you  a   word  of  warning,"   he 

said. 

Mrs.  Farnaby  smiled  grimly.  "That  ex- 
cites my  curiosity,"  she  replied.  "  Come  in. 
I  don't  want  you^''  she  added,  dismissing  her 
niece  at  the  door.  "  So  you're  willing  to 
wait  ten  years  for  Regina  ?  "  she  continued, 
when  Amelius  was  alone  with  her.  "I'm 
disappointed  in  you;  you're  a  poor  weak 
creature,  after  all.  What  about  that  young 
hussy,  Phoebe  ?  " 

Amelius  told  her  unreservedly  all  that  had 
passed  between  the  discarded  maid  and  him- 
self; not  forgetting,  before  he  concluded,  to 
caution  her  on  the  subject  of  the  maid's  com- 
panion. "  I  don't  know  what  that  man  may 
not  do  to  mislead  Phoebe,"  he  said.  "  If  I 
were  you,  I  w^ouldn't  drive  her  into  a  corner." 

Mrs.  Farnaby  eyed  him  scornfully  from 
head  to  foot.  "  You  used  to  have  the  spirit 
of  a  man  in  you,"  she  answered.  "  Keeping 
company  with  Eegina  has  made  you  a  milk- 
sop already.     If  you  w^ant  to  know  what  I 
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think  of  Phoebe  and  her  sweetheart — •"  She 
stopped,  and  snapped  her  fingers.  "  There  T' 
she  said,  "  that's  what  I  think !  Now  go 
back  to  Regina.  I  can  tell  you  one  thing — 
she  will  never  be  your  wife." 

Amelius  looked  at  her  in  quiet  surprise. 
''It  seems  odd,"  he  remarked,  "that  you 
should  treat  me  as  you  do,  after  what  you 
said  to  me,  the  last  time  I  was  in  this  room. 
You  expect  me  to  help  you  in  the  dearest 
wish  of  your  life — and  you  do  everything 
you  can  to  thwart  the  dearest  wish  of  my 
life.  A  man  can't  keep  his  temper  under 
continual  provocation.  Suppose  I  refuse  to 
help  you  ?  " 

Mrs.  Farnaby  looked  at  him  with  the  most 
exasperating  composure.  "  I  defy  you  to 
do  it,"  she  answered. 

"  You  defy  me  to  do  it ! "  Amelius  ex- 
claimed. 

"Do  you  take  me  for  a  fool  ? "  Mrs. 
Farnaby  went  on.  "Do  you  think  I  don't 
know  you  better  than  you  know  yourself?" 
She  stepped  up  close  to  him  ;  her  voice  sank 
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suddenly  to  low  and  tender  tones.  "  If  that 
last  unlikely  chance  should  turn  out  in  my 
favour,"  she  went  on  ;  "if  you  really  did 
meet  with  my  poor  girl,  one  of  these  days, 
and  knew  that  you  had  met  with  her — do 
you  mean  to  say  you  could  be  cruel  enough, 
no  matter  how  badly  I  behaved  to  you,  to  tell 
me  nothing  about  it  ?  Is  that  the  heart  I  can 
feel  beating  under  my  hand?  Is  that  the 
Christianity  you  learnt  at  Tadmor  ?  Pooh, 
pooh,  you  foolish  boy  !  Go  back  to  Eegina  ; 
and  tell  her  you  have  tried  to  frighten  me, 
and  you  find  it  won't  do." 

The  next  day  was  Saturday.  The  adver- 
tisement of  the  lecture  appeared  in  the  news- 
papers. Rufus  confessed  that  he  had  been 
extravagant  enough,  in  the  case  of  the  two 
weekly  journals,  to  occupy  half  a  page. 
"  The  public,"  he  explained,  "  have  got  a 
nasty  way  of  overlooking  adver^fz5^ments  of 
a  modest  and  retiring  character.  Hit  'em  in 
the  eyes  when  they  open  the  paper,  or  you 
don't  hit  'em  at  all." 

Among  the  members  of  the  public  attracted 
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by  the  new  announcement,  Mrs.  Farnaby  was 
one.      Sbe  honoured  AmeHus  with  a  visit  at 
his   lodgings.     "  I  called   you   a  poor   weak 
creature    yesterday "    (these   were    her   first 
words  on  entering  the  room)  ;  "  I  talked  like 
a  fool.     You're  a  splendid  fellow ;  I  respect 
your  courage,  and  I  shall  attend  your  lecture. 
IN'ever  mind  what  Mr.  Farnabv  and  Eeo^ina 
say.     Regina's  poor  little  conventional  soul 
is  shaken,  I  dare  say ;  you  needn't  expect  to 
have  my  niece  among  your  audience.     But 
Farnaby  is  a  humbug,  as  usual.     He  affects 
to  be  horrified  ;  he  talks  big  about  breaking 
off  the  match.     In  his  own  self,  he's  bursting 
with   curiosity   to  know  how   you  will   get 
through  with  it.      I  tell   you  this — he    will 
sneak  into  the  hall  and  stand   at  the   back 
where  nobody  can  see  him.     I  shall  go  with 
him  ;  and,  when  you're  on  the  platform,  I'll 
hold    up   my   handkerchief  like  this.     Then 
you'll  know  he's  there.     Hit  him  hard,  Ame- 
lius — hit  him  hard  !     Where  is  your  friend 
Rufus  ?      Just    gone    away  ?      I    like    that 
American.     Give  him  mv  love,  and  tell  him 
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to  come  and  see  me."  She  left  the  room  as 
abruptly  as  she  had  entered  it.  Amelius 
looked  after  her  in  amazement.  Mrs.  Far- 
naby  was  not  like  herself;  Mrs.  Farnaby  was 
in  good  spirits  ! 

Eegina's  opinion  of  the  lecture  arrived  by 

post. 

Every  other  word  in  her  letter  was  under- 
lined ;  half  the  sentences  began  with  "  Oh  !  " ; 
Regina  was  shocked,  astonished,  ashamed, 
alarmed.  What  would  Amelius  do  next  ? 
Why  had  he  deceived  her,  and  left  her  to 
find  it  out  in  the  papers  ?  He  had  undone 
all  the  good  effect  of  those  charming  letters 
to  her  father  and  herself.  He  had  no  idea 
of  the  disgust  and  abhorrence  which  respect- 
able people  would  feel  at  his  odious  Socialism. 
Was  she  never  to  know  another  hajDj^y 
moment  ?  and  was  Amelius  to  be  the  cause 
of  it  ?  and  so  on,  and  so  on. 

Mr.  Farnaby's  protest  followed,  delivered 
by  Mr.  Farnaby  himself.  He  kept  his  gloves 
on  when  he  called ;  he  was  solemn  and 
pathetic  ;  he  remonstrated,  in   the  character 
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of  one  ot  tlie  ancestors  of  Ameliiis  ;  lie  pitied 
the  ancient  family  "  mouldering  in  the  silent 
grave ; "  he  would  abstain  from  deciding  in 
a  hurry,  but  his  daughter's  feelings  were  out- 
raged, and  he  feared  it  might  be  his  duty 
to  break  off  the  match';'  Amelius,  with 
perfect  good  temper,  offered  him  a  free  ad- 
mission, and  asked  him  to  hear  the  lecture 
and  decide  for  himself  whether  there  was  any 
harm  in  it.  Mr.  Farnabv  turned  his  head 
awav  from  the  ticket  as  if  it  was  somethino- 
indecent.  "  Sad  !  sad  !  "  That  was  his  only 
farewell  to  the  gentleman-Socialist. 

On  the  Sunday  (being  the  only  day  in 
London  on  which  a  man  can  use  his  brains 
without  being  interrupted  by  street  music), 
Amelius  rehearsed  his  lecture.  On  the  Mon- 
day, he  paid  his  weekly  visit  to  Regina. 

She  was  reported — whether  truly  or  not  it 
was  impossible  for  him  to  discover — to  have 
gone  out  in  the  carriage  with  Mrs.  Ormond. 
Amelius  wrote  to  her  in  soothing  and  affec- 
tionate terms,  suggesting,  as  he  had  sug- 
gested to  her  father,   that    she  should  wait 
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to  liear  the  lecture  before  she  condemned  it. 
In  the  mean  time,  he  entreated  her  to  re- 
member that  they  had  promised  to  be  true 
to  one  another,  in  time  and  eternity — 
Socialism  notwithstanding. 

The  answer  came  back  by  private  mes- 
senger. The  tone  was  serious.  Regina's 
principles  forbade  her  to  attend  a  Socialist 
lecture.  She  hoped  Amelius  was  in  earnest 
in  writing  as  he  did  about  time  and  eternity. 
The  subject  was  very  awful  to  a  rightly- 
constituted  mind.  On  the  next  page,  some 
mitigation  of  this  severity  followed  in  a  post- 
script. Regina  would  wait  at  home  to  see 
Amelius,  the  day  after  his  "  regrettable  ap- 
pearance in  public." 

The  evening  of  Tuesday  was  the  evening 
of  the  lecture. 

Rufus  posted  himself  at  the  ticket-taker's 
office,  in  the  interests  of  Amelius.  "  Even 
sixpences  do  sometimes  stick  to  a  man's 
fingers,  on  their  way  from  the  public  to  the 
money-box,"  he  remarked.  The  sixpences 
did   indeed   flow  in   rapidly;    the   advertise- 
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ments  had,  so  far,  produced  their  effect.  But 
the  reserved  seats  sold  very  slowly.  The 
members  of  the  Institution,  who  were  ad- 
mitted for  nothing,  arrived  in  large  numbers, 
and  secured  the  best  places.  Towards  eight 
o'clock  (the  hour  at  which  the  lecture  was  to 
begin),  the  sixpenny  audience  was  still  pour- 
ing in.  Rufus  recognised  Phoebe  among  the 
late  arrivals,  escorted  by  a  person  in  the 
dress  of  a  gentleman,  who  was  palpably  a 
blackguard  nevertheless.  A  short  stout  lady 
followed,  who  warmly  shook  hands  with 
Rufus,  and  said,  "  Let  me  introduce  you  to 
Mr.  Farnaby."  Mr.  Farnaby's  mouth  and 
chin  were  shrouded  in  a  wrapper  ;  his  hat 
was  over  his  eyebrows.  Rufus  observed  that 
he  looked  as  if  he  was  ashamed  of  himself. 
A  gaunt,  dirty,  savage  old  woman,  miserably 
dressed,  offered  her  sixpence  to  the  money- 
taker,  while  the  two  gentlemen  were  shaking 
hands  ;  the  example,  it  is  needless  to  say, 
being  set  by  Rufus.  The  old  woman  looked 
attentively  at  all  that  was  visible  of  Mr. 
Farnaby — that  is  to  say,  at  his  eyes  and  his 
VOL.  II.  a 
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whiskers — by  the  gas-lamp  hanging  in  the 
corridor.  She  instantly  drew  back,  though 
she  had  got  her  ticket ;  waited  nntil  Mr. 
Farnaby  had  paid  for  his  wife  and  himself ; 
and  then  followed  close  behind  them,  into 
the  hall. 

And  why  not  ?  The  advertisements  ad- 
dressed this  wretched  old  creature  as  one  of 
the  poor  and  discontented  public.  Sixteen 
years  ago,  John  Farnaby  had  put  his  own 
child  into  that  woman's  hands  at  Ramsgate, 
and  had  never  seen  either  of  them  since. 
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CHAPTER  HI. 

ExTERiXG  the  hall,  Mr.  Farnaby  discovered 
without  difficulty  the  position  of  modest 
retirement  of  which  he  was  in  search. 

The  cheap  seats  were  situated,  as  usual, 
on  that  part  of  the  floor  of  the  building 
which  was  farthest  from  the  platform.  A 
gallery  at  this  end  of  the  hall  threw  its 
shadow  over  the  hindermost  benches  and 
the  gangway  by  which  they  were  approached. 
In  the  sheltering  obscurity  thus  produced, 
Mr.  Farnaby  took  his  place ;  standing  in 
the  corner  formed  by  the  angle  at  which 
the  two  walls  of  the  building  met,  with  his 
dutiful  wife  at  his  side. 

Still    following    them,    unnoticed    in    the 
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crowd,  the  old  woman  stopped  at  the  ex- 
tremity of  the  hindermost  bench,  looked 
close  at  a  smartly-dressed  young  man  who 
occupied  the  last  seat  at  the  end,  and  who 
paid  marked  attention  to  a  pretty  girl  sitting 
by  him ;  and  whispered  in  his  ear,  "  Now 
then,  Jervy !  can't  you  make  room  for 
Mother  Sowler  ?  " 

The  man  started  and  looked  round.  "  You 
here  ? "  he  exclaimed,  with  an  oath. 

Before  he  could  say  more,  Phoebe  whispered 
to  him  on  the  other  side,  ''  What  a  horrid  old 
creature!  How. did  you  ever  come  to  know 
her  ?  " 

At  the  same  moment,  Mrs.  Sowler 
reiterated  her  request  in  more  peremptory 
language.  "  Do  you  hear,  Jervy — do  you 
hear  ?     Sit  a  little  closer." 

Jervy  apparently  had  his  reasons  for 
treating  the  expression  of  Mrs.  Sowler's 
wishes  with  deference,  shabby  as  she  was. 
Making  abundant  apologies,  he  asked  his 
neighbours  to  favour  him  by  sitting  a  little 
nearer   to   each   other,  and   so  contrived   to 
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leave  a  morsel  of  vacant  space  at  the  edge 
of  the  bench. 

Phoebe,  making  room  under  protest, 
l^egan  to  whisper  again.  "  What  does  she 
mean  by  calling  you  Jervy  ?  She  looks  like 
a  beggar.     Tell  her  your  name  is  Jervis." 

The  reply  she  received  did  not  encourage 
her  to  sav  more.  ^'  Hold  vour  tono;ue ;  I 
have  reasons  for  being  civil  to  her — you  be 
civil  too." 

He  turned  to  Mrs.  Sowler,  with  the  readiest 
submission  to  circumstances.  Under  the 
surface  of  his  showv  looks  and  his  vulo-ar 
facility  of  manner,  there  lay  hidden  a  sub- 
stance of  callous  villainy  and  impenetrable 
cunning.  He  had  in  him  the  materials  out 
of  which  the  clever  murderers  are  made,  who 
bafBe  the  poHce.  If  he  could  have  done  it 
with  imj^unity,  he  would  have  destroyed 
without  remorse  the  squalid  old  creature 
who  sat  by  him,  and  who  knew  enough  of 
his  past  career  in  England  to  send  him  to 
penal  servitude  for  life.  As  it  was,  he  spoke 
to   her    with    a   spurious    condescension    and 
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good  humour.  "  Why,  it  must  be  ten  years, 
Mrs.  Sowler,  since  I  last  saw  you  !  What 
have  you  been  doing  ?  " 

The  woman  frowned  at  him  as  she 
answered.  "  Can't  you  look  at  me,  and 
see  ?  Starving ! "  She  eyed  his  gaudy 
watch  and  chain  greedily.  "  Money  don't 
seem  to  be  scarce  with  you.  Have  you 
made  your  fortune  in  America  ?  " 

He  laid  his  hand  on  her  arm,  and  pressed 
it  warningly.  "  Hush  !  "  he  said,  under  his 
breath.  ''  We'll  talk  about  that,  after  the 
lecture."  His  bright  shifty  black  eyes  turned 
furtively  towards  Phoebe — and  Mrs.  Sowler 
noticed  it.  The  girl's  savings  in  service 
had  paid  for  his  jewelry  and  his  fine 
clothes.  She  silently  resented  his  rudeness 
in  telling  her  to  '^  hold  her  tongue  ;  "  sitting, 
sullen,  with  her  impudent  little  nose  in  the 
air.  Jervy  tried  to  include  her  indirectly 
in  his  conversation  with  his  shabby  old 
friend.  "  This  young  lady,"  he  said,  "  knows 
Mr.  Goldenheart.  She  feels  sure  he'll  break 
down  ;  and  we've  come  here  to  see  the  fun* 
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I  don't  hold  with  Socialism  myself — I  am 
for,  what  my  favourite  newspaper  calls,  the 
Altar  and  the  Throne.  In  short,  my  politics 
are  Conservative." 

"  Your  politics  are  in  your  girl's  pocket," 
muttered  Mrs.  Sowler.  "  How  lono;  will  her 
money  last  ?  " 

Jervy  turned  a  deaf  ear  to  the  interruption. 
**  And  what  has  brought  you  here  ?  "  he  went 
on,  in  his  most  ingratiating  way.  "  Did  you 
see  the  advertisement  in  the  papers  ?  " 

Mrs.  Sowler  answered  loud  enough  to  be 
heard  above  the  hum  of  talking  in  the  six- 
penny places.  "  I  was  having  a  drop  of  gin, 
and  I  saw  the  paper  at  the  public-house.  I'm 
one  of  the  discontented  poor.  I  hate  rich 
people  ;  and  I'm  ready  to  pay  my  sixpence 
to  hear  them  abused." 

"  Hear,  hear !  "  said  a  man  near,  who 
looked  like  a  shoemaker. 

"  I  hope  he'll  give  it  to  the  aristocracy," 
added  one  of  the  shoemaker's  neighbours, 
apparently  a  groom  out  of  place. 

"  I'm    sick   of    the    aristocracy,"    cried    a 
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woman  witli  a  fiery  face  and  a  crushed 
bonnet.  ''It's  tliem  as  swallows  np  the 
money.  What  business  have  they  with 
their  palaces  and  their  parks,  when  my 
husband's  out  of  work,  and  my  children 
hungry  at  home  ?  " 

The  acquiescent  shoemaker  listened  with 
admiration.  "  Yery  well  put,"  he  said  ; 
"  very  well  put." 

These  expressions  of  popular  feeling  reached 
the  respectable  ears  of  Mr.  Farnaby.  "Do 
you  hear  those  wretches  ? "  he  said  to  his 
wife. 

Mrs.  Farnaby  seized  the  welcome  oppor- 
tunity of  irritating  him.  "  Poor  things  !  " 
she  answered.  "  In  their  place,  we  should 
talk  as  they  do." 

"  You  had  better  go  into  the  reserved 
seats,"  rejoined  her  husband,  turning  from 
her  with  a  look  of  disgust.  "  There's  plenty 
of  room.     Why  do  you  stop  here  ?  " 

"  I  couldn't  think  of  leaving;  vou,  my 
dear !  How  did  you  like  my  American 
friend  ?  " 
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''  I  am  astonished  at  your  taking  the 
liberty  of  introclucino-  him  to  me.  You 
knew  perfectly  well  that  I  was  here  in- 
cognito. What  do  I  care  about  a  wander- 
ing American  ?  " 

Mrs.  Farnaby  persisted  as  maliciously  as 
ever.  "  Ah,  but  you  see,  I  like  him.  The 
wandering  American  is  my  ally." 

"  Your  ally  !     What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Grood  heavens,  how  dull  you  are  !  Don't 
you  know  that  I  object  to  my  niece's  marriage 
engagement  ?  I  was  quite  delighted  when  I 
heard  of  this  lecture,  because  it's  an  obstacle  in 
the  way.  It  disgusts  Eegina,  and  it  disgusts 
You — and  my  dear  American  is  the  man  who 
first  brought  it  about.  Hush  !  here's  Amelius. 
How  well  he  looks !  So  graceful  and  so 
gentlemanlike,"  cried  Mrs.  Farnaby,  signal- 
ling with  her  handkerchief  to  show  Amelius 
their  position  in  the  hall.  ''  I  declare  I'm 
ready  to  become  a  Socialist  before  he  opens 
his  lips  !  " 
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The  personal  appearance  of  Amelius  took 
the  audience  completely  by  surprise.  A  man 
who  is  young  and  handsome  is  not  the  order 
of  man  who  is  habitually  associated  in  the 
popular  mind  with  the  idea  of  a  lecture. 
After  a  moment  of  silence,  there  was  a 
spontaneous  burst  of  applause.  It  was  re- 
newed when  Amelius,  first  placing  on  his 
table  a  little  book,  announced  his  intention 
of  delivering  the  lecture  extempore.  The 
absence  of  the  inevitable  manuscript  was  in 
itself  an  act  of  mercy  that  cheered  the  public 
at  starting. 

The  orator  of  the  evening  began. 

"  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  thoughtful  people 
accustomed  to  watch  the  signs  of  the  times 
in  this  country,  and  among  the  other  nations 
of  Europe,  are  (so  far  as  I  know)  agreed  in 
the  conclusion,  that  serious  changes  are  likely 
to  take  place  in  present  forms  of  govern- 
ment, and  in  existing  systems  of  society,  before 
the  century  in  which  we  live  has  reached 
its  end.  In  plain  w^ords,  the  next  revolution 
is  not  so  unlikely,  and  not  so  far  off,  as  it 
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pleases  the  higher  and  wealthier  classes  among 
European  populations  to  suppose.  I  am  one  of 
those  who  believe  that  the  coming  convulsion 
will  take  the  form,  this  time,  of  a  Social 
revolution,  and  that  the  man  at  the  head  of 
it  will  not  be  a  military  or  a  political  man — 
but  a  Grreat  Citizen,  sprung  from  the  people, 
and  devoted  heart  and  soul  to  the  people's 
cause.  Within  the  limits  assis^ned  to  me 
to-night,  it  is  impossible  that  I  should  speak 
to  you  of  government  and  society  among 
other  nations,  even  if  I  possessed  the  neces- 
sary knowledge  and  experience  to  venture 
on  so  vast  a  subject.  All  that  I  can  now 
attempt  to  do  is  (first)  to  point  out  some  of 
the  causes  which  are  paving  the  way  for  a 
coming  change  in  the  social  and  political 
condition  of  this  country  ;  and  (secondly)  to 
satisfy  you  that  the  only  trustworthy  remedy 
for  existing  abuses  is  to  be  found  in  the 
system  which  Christian  Socialism  extracts 
from  this  little  book  on  my  table — the  book 
which  you  all  know  under  the  name  of  The 
New  Testament.      Before,  however,  I  enter 
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on  my  task,  I  feel  it  a  duty  to  say  one  pre- 
liminary word  on  tlie  subject  of  my  claim 
to  address  you,  such  as  it  is.  I  am  most 
unwilling  to  speak  of  myself — but  my  posi- 
tion here  forces  me  to  do  so.  I  am  a  stranger 
to  all  of  you ;  and  I  am  a  very  young  man. 
Let  me  tell  you,  then,  briefly,  what  my  life 
has  been,  and  where  I  have  been  brought 
up — and  then  decide  for  yourselves  whether 
it  is  worth  your  while  to  favour  me  with  your 
attention,  or  not." 

"  A  very  good  opening,"  remarked  the 
shoemaker. 

''  A  nice-looking  fellow,"  said  the  fiery- 
faced  woman.     "  I  should  like  to  kiss  him." 

''  He's  too  civil  by  half,"  grumbled  Mrs. 
Sowler ;  "I  wish  I  had  my  sixpence  back 
in  my  pocket." 

"  Grive  him  time,"  whispered  Jervy,  "  and 
he'll  warm  up.  I  say,  Phoebe,  he  doesn't 
begin  like  a  man  who  is  going  to  break 
down.  I  don't  expect  there  will  be  much 
to  laugh  at  to-night." 

"  What  an  admirable  speaker !  "  said  Mrs. 
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Farnaby  to  her  husband.  "  Fancy  such  a 
man  as  that,  being  married  to  such  an  idiot 
as  Regina ! " 

"  There's  always  a  chance  for  him,"  re- 
turned Mr.  Farnaby,  savagely,  ''  as  long  as 
he's  not  married  to  such  a  woman  as  You ! '' 

In  the  mean  time,  Amelius  had  claimed 
national  kindred  with  his  audience  as  an 
Englishman,  and  had  rapidly  sketched  his 
life  at  Tadmor,  in  its  most  noteworthy  points. 
This  done,  he  put  the  question  whether  they 
would  hear  him.  His  frankness  and  fresh- 
ness had  already  won  the  public  :  they  an- 
swered by  a  general  shout  of  applause. 

"  Yery  well,"  Amelius  proceeded,  "  now 
let  us  get  on.  Suppose  we  take  a  glance 
(we  have  no  time  to  do  more)  at  the  present 
state  of  our  religious  system,  first.  TThat 
is  the  public  aspect  of  the  thing  called 
Christianity,  in  the  England  of  our  day  ?  A 
hundred  different  sects  all  at  variance  with 
each  other.  An  established  church,  rent  in 
every  direction  by  incessant  wrangling — 
disputes  about  black  gowns  or  white  ;  about 
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having  candlesticks  on  tables,  or  off  tables ; 
about  bowing  to  the  east  or  bowing  to  the 
west ;  about  which  doctrine  collects  the  most 
respectable  support  and  possesses  the  largest 
sum  of  money,  the  doctrine  in  my  church, 
or  the  doctrine  in  your  church,  or  the  doctrine 
in  the  church  over  the  way.  Look  up,  if 
you  like,  from  this  multitudinous  and  in- 
cessant squabbling  among  the  rank  and  file, 
to  the  high  regions  in  which  the  right 
reverend  representatives  of  state  religion  sit 
apart.  Are  they  Christians  ?  If  they  are, 
show  me  the  Bishop  who  dare  assert  his 
Christianity  in  the  House  of  Lords,  when 
the  ministry  of  the  day  happens  to  see  its 
advantage  in  engaging  in  a  war  !  Where  is 
that  Bishop,  and  how  many  supporters  does 
he  count  among  his  own  order  ?  Do  you 
blame  me  for  using  intemperate  language — 
language  which  I  cannot  justify  ?  Take  a 
fair  test,  and  try  me  by  that.  The  result 
of  the  Christianity  of  the  New  Testament 
is  to  make  men  true,  humane,  gentle,  modest, 
strictly   scrupulous   and   strictly    considerate 
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in  their  dealings  with  their  neighbours. 
Does  the  Christianity  of  the  churches  and 
the  sects  produce  these  results  among  us  ? 
Look  at  the  staple  of  the  country,  at  the 
occupation  which  employs  the  largest  number 
of  Englishmen  of  all  degrees — Look  at  our 
Commerce.  What  is  its  social  aspect,  judged 
by  the  morality  which  is  in  this  book  in  my 
hand  ?  Let  those  organised  systems  of  im- 
posture, masquerading  under  the  disguise 
of  banks  and  companies,  answer  the  question 
• — there  is  no  need  for  me  to  answer  it.  You 
know  what  respectable  names  are  associated, 
year  after  year,  with  the  shameless  falsifica- 
tion of  accounts,  and  the  merciless  ruin  of 
thousands  on  thousands  of  victims.  You 
know  how  our  poor  Indian  customer  finds 
his  cotton-print  dress  a  sham  that  falls  to 
pieces ;  how  the  savage  who  deals  honestly 
with  us  for  his  weapon  finds  his  gun  a 
delusion  that  bursts ;  how  the  half-starved 
needlewoman  who  buys  her  reel  of  thread 
finds  printed  on  the  label  a  false  statement 
of  the  number  of  yards  that  she  buys ;  you 
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know  that,  in  the  markets  of  Europe,  foreign 
goods  are  fast  taking  the  place  of  English 
goods,  hecause  the  foreigner  is  the  most 
honest  manufacturer  of  the  two — and,  lastly, 
vou  know,  what  is  worse  than  all,  that  these 
cruel  and  wicked  deceptions,  and  many  more 
like  them,  are  regarded,  on  the  highest  com- 
mercial authority,  as  '  forms  of  competition ' 
and  justifiable  proceedings  in  trade.  Do  you 
believe  in  the  honourable  accumulation  of 
wealth  by  men  who  hold  such  opinions  and 
perpetrate  such  impostures  as  these  ?  I 
don't !  Do  you  find  any  brighter  and  purer 
prospect  when  you  look  down  from  the  man 
who  deceives  you  and  me  on  the  great  scale, 
to  the  man  who  deceives  us  on  the  small? 
I  don't !  Everything  we  eat,  drink,  and  wear 
is  a  more  or  less  adulterated  commodity  ;  and 
that  very  adulteration  is  sold  to  us  by  the 
tradesmen  at  such  outrageous  prices,  that 
we  are  obliged  to  protect  ourselves  on  the 
Socialist  principle,  by  setting  up  cooperative 
shops  of  our  own.  Wait !  and  hear  me  out, 
before  you  applaud.     Don't  mistake  the  plain 
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purpose  of  what  I  am  saying  to  you ;  and 
don't  suppose  that  I  am  blind  to  the  brighter 
side  of  the  dark  picture  that  I  have  drawn. 
Look  within  the  limits  of  private  life,  and 
you  will  find  true  Christians,  thank  Grod, 
among  clergymen  and  laymen  alike ;  you 
will  find  men  and  women  who  deserve  to 
be  called,  in  the  highest  sense  of  the  word, 
disciples  of  Christ.  But  my  business  is  not 
with  private  life — my  business  is  with  the 
present  public  aspect  of  the  religion,  morals, 
and  politics  of  this  country  ;  and,  again  I 
say  it,  that  aspect  presents  one  wide  field 
of  corruption  and  abuse,  and  reveals  a  callous 
and  shocking  insensibility  on  the  part  of  the 
nation  at  large  to  the  spectacle  of  its  own 
demoralisation  and  disgrace." 

There  Amelius  paused,  and  took  his  first 
drink  of  water. 

Eeserved  seats  at  public  performances 
seem,  by  some  curious  affinity,  to  be  occupied 
by  reserved  persons.  The  select  public, 
seated  nearest  to  the  orator,  preserved  dis- 
creet silence.     But  the  hearty  applause  from 
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the  sixpenny  places  made  ample  amends. 
There  was  enough  of  the  lecturer's  own 
vehemence  and  impetuosity  in  this  opening 
attack — sustained  as  it  undeniahly  was  by  a 
sound  foundation  of  truth — to  appeal  strongly 
to  the  majority  of  his  audience.  Mrs.  Sowler 
began  to  think  that  her  sixpence  had  been 
well  laid  out,  after  all ;  and  ^Mrs.  Farnaby 
pointed  the  direct  application  to  her  husband 
of  all  the  hardest  hits  at  commerce,  by  nod- 
ding her  head  at  him  as  they  were  delivered. 

Amelius  went  on. 

"  The  next  thing  we  have  to  discover  is 
this  :  Will  our  present  system  of  govern- 
ment supply  us  with  peaceable  means  for  the 
reform  of  the  abuses  which  I  have  already 
noticed  ?  not  forgetting  that  other  enormous 
abuse,  represented  by  our  intolerable  national 
expenditure,  increasing  with  every  year. 
Unless  you  insist  on  it,  I  do  not  propose  to 
waste  our  precious  time  by  saying  anything 
about  the  House  of  Lords,  for  three  good 
reasons.  In  the  first  place,  that  assembly  is 
not  elected  by  the  people,  and  it  has  therefore 
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no  right  of  existence  in  a  really  free  conntry. 
In  the  second  place,  out  of  its  four  hundred 
and  eighty-five  members,  no  less  than  one 
hundred  and  eighty-four  directly  profit  by 
the  expenditure  of  the  public  money ;  being 
in  the  annual  receipt,  under  one  pretence  or 
another,  of  more  than  half  a  million  sterlinof. 
In  the  third  place,  if  the  assembly  of  the 
Commons  has  in  it  the  will,  as  well  as  the 
capacity,  to  lead  the  way  in  the  needful 
reforms,  the  assembly  of  the  Lords  has  no 
alternative  but  to  follow,  or  to  raise  the  revo- 
lution which  it  only  escaped,  by  a  hair's- 
breadth,  some  forty  years  since.  What  do 
you  say  ?  Shall  we  waste  our  time  in  speak- 
ing of  the  House  of  Lords  ?  " 

Loud  cries  from  the  sixpenny  benches 
answered  No  ;  the  ostler  and  the  fiery-faced 
woman  being  the  most  vociferous  of  all. 
Here  and  there,  certain  dissentient  individuals 
raised  a  little  hiss — led  by  Jervy,  in  the 
interests  of  "  the  Altar  and  the  Throne." 

Amelius  resumed. 

"  Well,  will  the  House  of  Commons  help 
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US  to  get  purer  Christianity,  and  cheaper 
government,  by  lawful  and  sufficient  process 
of  reform  ?  Let  me  again  remind  you  that 
this  assembly  has  the  power — if  it  has  the 
will.  Is  it  so  constituted  at  present  as  to 
have  the  will  ?  There  is  the  question  !  The 
number  of  members  is  a  little  over  six  hundred 
and  fifty.  Out  of  this  muster,  one  fifth  only 
represent  (or  pretend  to  represent)  the 
trading  interests  of  the  country.  As  for 
the  members  charged  with  the  interests  of 
the  working  class,  they  are  more  easily 
counted  still  —  they  are  two  in  number  ! 
Then,  in  heaven's  name  (you  will  ask),  what 
interest  does  the  majority  of  members  in  this 
assembly  represent  ?  There  is  but  one  an- 
swer— the  military  and  aristocratic  interest. 
In  these  days  of  the  decay  of  representative 
institutions,  the  House  of  Commons  has 
become  a  complete  misnomer.  The  Commons 
are  not  represented ;  modern  members  belong 
to  classes  of  the  community  which  have 
really  no  interest  in  providing  for  popular 
needs  and  lightening   popular   burdens.     In 
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one  word,  there  is  no  sort  of  liope  for  ns 
in  the  House  of  Commons.  And  whose  fault 
is  this  ?  I  own  it  with  shame  and  sorrow — 
it  is  emphatically  the  fault  of  the  people. 
Yes,  I  say  to  you  plainly,  it  is  the  disgrace 
and  the  peril  of  England  that  the  people 
themselves  have  elected  the  representative 
assembly  which  ignores  the  people's  wants ! 
You  voters,  in  town  and  country  alike,  have 
had  every  conceivable  freedom  and  encourage- 
ment secured  to  you  in  the  exercise  of  your 
sacred  trust — and  there  is  the  modern  House 
of  Commons  to  prove  that  you  are  thoroughly 
unworthy  of  it !  " 

These  bold  words  produced  an  outbreak 
of  disapprobation  from  the  audience,  which, 
for  the  moment,  completely  overpowered  the 
speaker's  voice.  They  were  prepared  to 
listen  with  inexhaustible  patience  to  the 
enumeration  of  their  virtues  and  their  wrongs 
— but  they  had  not  paid  sixpence  each  to 
be  informed  of  the  vicious  and  contemptible 
part  which  they  play  in  modern  politics. 
They  yelled  and   groaned   and   hissed — and 
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felt  that  their  handsome  young  lecturer  had 
insulted  them ! 

Amelius  waited  quietly  until  the  disturb- 
ance had  worn  itself  out. 

"  I  am  sorry  I  have  made  you  angry  with 
me,"  he  said,  smiling.     "  The  blame  for  this 
little  disturbance  really  rests  with  the  public 
speakers   who    are   afraid   of   you   and   who 
flatter  you — especially  if  you  belong  to  the 
working  classes.     You  are  not  accustomed  to 
have  the  truth  told  you  to  your  faces.     Why, 
my  good  friends,  the  people  in  this  country, 
who  are  unworthy  of  the  great  trust  which 
the  wise  and  generous  English  constitution 
places  in  their  hands,  are  so  numerous  that 
they   can   be    divided   into    distinct   classes  1 
There    is    the    highly-educated    class    which 
despairs,  and  holds  aloof.     There  is  the  class 
beneath — without  self-respect,  and  therefore 
without  public  spirit — which   can  be  bribed 
indirectly,  by  the  gift  of  a  place,  by  the  con- 
cession of  a  lease,  even  by  an  invitation  to  a 
party  at  a   great  house  which  includes    the 
wives  and  the  dauG:hters.     And  there  is  the 
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lower  class  still — mercenary,  corrupt,  shame- 
less to  the  marrow  of  its  bones — which  sells 
itself  and  its  liberties  for  money  and  drink. 
When  I  began  this  discourse,  and  adverted 
to  great  changes  that  are  to  come,  I  s^ooke  of 
them  as  revolutionary  changes.  Am  I  an 
alarmist  ?  Do  I  unjustly  ignore  the  capacity 
for  peaceable  reformation  which  has  preserved 
modern  England  from  revolutions,  thus  far? 
Grod  forbid  that  I  should  deny  the  truth,  or 
that  I  should  alarm  you  without  need  !  But 
history  tells  me,  if  I  look  no  farther  back 
than  to  the  first  French  Revolution,  that 
there  are  social  and  political  corruptions, 
which  strike  their  roots  in  a  nation  so  widely 
and  so  deeply,  that  no  force  short  of  the  force 
of  a  revolutionary  convulsion  can  tear  them 
up  and  cast  them  away.  And  I  do  personally 
fear  (and  older  and  wiser  men  than  I  agree 
with  me),  that  the  corruptions  at  which  I 
have  only  been  able  to  hint,  in  this  brief 
address,  are  fast  extending  themselves — in 
England,  as  well  as  in  Europe  generally — 
beyond  the  reach  of  tliat  lawful  and  bloodless 
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reform  which  has  served  us  so  well  in  past 
years.  Whether  I  am  mistaken  in  this  view 
(and  I  hope  with  all  my  heart  it  may  be  so), 
or  whether  events  yet  in  the  future  will 
prove  that  I  am  right,  the  remedy  in  either 
case,  the  one  sure  foundation  on  which  a 
permanent,  complete,  and  worthy  reformation 
can  be  built — whether  it  prevents  a  convul- 
sion or  whether  it  follows  a  convulsion — is 
only  to  be  found  within  the  covers  of  this 
book.  Do  not,  I  entreat  you,  suffer  your- 
selves to  be  persuaded  by  those  purblind 
philosophers  who  assert  that  the  divine  virtue 
of  Christianity  is  a  virtue  which  is  wearing 
out  with  the  lapse  of  time.  It  is  the  abuse 
and  corruption  of  Christianity  that  is  wearing 
out — as  all  falsities  and  all  impostures  must 
and  do  wear  out.  Never,  since  Christ  and 
his  apostles  first  showed  men  the  way  to  be 
better  and  happier,  have  the  nations  stood  in 
sorer  need  of  a  return  to  that  teaching,  in  its 
pristine  purity  and  simplicity,  than  now ! 
Never,  more  certainly  than  at  this  critical 
time,  was  it  the  interest  as  well  as  the  duty 
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of  mankind  to  turn  a  deaf  ear  to  the  turmoil 
of  false  teachers,  and  to  trust  in  that  all- wise 
and  all-merciful  Toice  which  only  ceased  to 
exalt,  console,  and  purify  humanity,  when  it 
expired  in  darkness  under  the  torture  of  the 
cross  !  Are  these  the  wild  words  of  an  enthu- 
siast ?  Is  this  the  dream  of  an  earthly  Para- 
dise in  which  it  is  sheer  folly  to  believe  ?  I 
can  tell  you  of  one  existing  community  (one 
among  others)  which  numbers  some  hundreds 
of  persons ;  and  which  has  found  prosperity 
and  happiness,  by  reducing  the  whole  art  and 
mystery  of  government  to  the  simple  solution 
set  forth  in  the  Xew  Testament — fear  God, 
and  love  thv  nei^'hbour  as  thyself." 

By  these  gradations  Amelius  arrived  at  the 
second  of  the  two  parts  into  which  he  had 
divided  his  address. 

He  now  repeated,  at  greater  length  and 
with  a  more  careful  choice  of  language,  the 
statement  of  the  religious  and  social  principles 
of  the  Community  at  Tadmor,  which  he  had 
already  addressed  to  his  two  fellow-travellers 
on  the  voyage  to  England.     "While  he  con- 
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fined  himself  to  plain  narrative,  describing  a 
mode  of  life  whicli  was  entirely  new  to  his 
hearers,  he  held  the  attention  of  the  audience. 
But  when  he  began  to  argue  the  question  of 
applying  Christian  Socialism  to  the  govern- 
ment of  large  populations  as  well  as  small 
— when  he  inquired  logically  whether  what 
he  had  proved  to  be  good  for  some  hundreds 
of  persons  was  not  also  good  for  some  thou- 
sands, and,  conceding  that,  for  some  hundreds 
of  thousands,  and  so  on  until  he  had  arrived, 
by  dint  of  sheer  argument,  at  the  conclusion 
that  what  had  succeeded  at  Tadmor  must 
necessarily  succeed  on  a  fair  trial  in  London 
— then  the  public  interest  began  to  flag. 
People  remembered  their  coughs  and  colds, 
and  talked  in  whispers,  and  looked  about 
them  with  a  vague  feeling  of  relief  in  staring 
at  each  other.  Mrs.  Sowler,  hitherto  content 
with  furtively  glancing  at  Mr.  Farnaby  from 
time  to  time,  now  began  to  look  at  him  more 
boldly,  as  he  stood  in  his  corner  with  his  eyes 
fixed  sternly  on  the  platform  at  the  other  end 
of  the  hall.     He  too  began  to  feel  that  the 
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lecture  was  changing  its  tone.  It  was  no 
longer  the  daring  outbreak  which  he  had 
come  to  hear,  as  his  sufficient  justification  (if 
necessary)  for  forbidding  Amelius  to  enter 
his  house.  ''  I  have  had  enough  of  it,"  he 
said,  suddenly  turning  to  his  wife,  "  let 
us  go." 

If  Mrs.  Farnaby  could  have  been  fore- 
warned that  she  was  standing  in  that  assembly 
of  strangers,  not  as  one  of  themselves,  but  as 
a  woman  with  a  formidable  danger  hanging 
over  her  head — or  if  she  had  only  happened 
to  look  towards  Phoebe,  and  had  felt  a  passing- 
reluctance  to  submit  herself  to  the  possibly 
insolent  notice  of  a  discharged  servant — she 
might  have  gone  out  with  her  husband,  and 
might  have  so  escaped  the  peril  that  had  been 
lying  in  wait  for  her,  from  the  fatal  moment 
when  she  first  entered  the  hall.  As  it  was 
she  refused  to  move.  "  You  forget  the  public 
discussion,"  she  said.  "  Wait  and  see  what 
sort  of  fight  Amelius  makes  of  it  when  the 
lecture  is  over." 

She    spoke   loud    enougli    to  be  heard   by 
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some  of  the  people  seated  nearest  to  her. 
Phoebe,  critically  examining  the  dresses  of 
the  few  ladies  in  the  reserved  seats,  twisted 
round  on  the  bench,  and  noticed  for  the  first 
time  the  presence  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Farnaby 
in  their  dim  corner.  "  Look  !  "  she  whispered 
to  Jervy,  "  there's  the  wretch  who  turned  me 
out  of  her  house  without  a  character,  and  her 
husband  with  her." 

Jervy  looked  round,  in  his  turn,  a  little 
doubtful  of  the  accuracy  of  his  sweetheart's 
information.  ^'  Surely  they  wouldn't  come  to 
the  sixpenny  places,"  he  said.  "  Are  you 
certain  it's  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Farnaby  ?  " 

He  spoke  in  cautiously -lowered  tones  ;  but 
Mrs.  Sowler  had  seen  him  look  back  at  the 
lady  and  gentleman  in  the  corner,  and  was 
listening  attentively  to  catch  the  first  words 
that  fell  from  his  lips. 

"  Which  is  Mr.  Farnaby  ?  "  she  asked. 

^'  The  man  in  the  corner  there,  with  the 
white  silk  wrapper  over  his  mouth,  and  his 
hat  down  to  his  eyebrows." 

Mrs.  Sowler  looked  round  for  a  moment — 
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to  make  sure  tliat  Jervy's  man  and  her  man 
were  one  and  the  same. 

"  Farnaby  ?  "  she  muttered  to  herself,  in 
the  tone  of  a  person  who  heard  the  name  for 
the  first  time.  She  considered  a  little,  and 
leaning  across  Jervy,  addressed  herself  to  his 
companion.  "  My  dear,"  she  whispered,  "  did 
that  gentleman  ever  go  by  the  name  of  Mor- 
gan, and  have  his  letters  addressed  to  the 
Greorge  and  Dragon,  in  Tooley-street  ?  " 

Phoebe  lifted  her  eyebrows  with  a  look  of 
contemptuous  surprise,  which  was  an  answer 
in  itself.  ''  Fancy  the  great  Mr.  Farnaby 
going  by  an  assumed  name,  and  having  his 
letters  addressed  to  a  public-house !  "  she  said 
to  Jervy. 

Mrs.  Sowler  asked  no  more  questions.  She 
relapsed  into  muttering  to  herself,  under  her 
breath.  "  His  whiskers  have  turned  gray,  to 
be  sure — but  I  kuow  his  eyes  again  ;  111  take 
my  oath  to  it,  there's  no  mistaking  his  eyes ! " 
She  suddenly  appealed  to  Jervy.  "  Is  Mr. 
Farnaby  rich  ? ''  she  asked. 

"  Rolling  in  riches  !  "  was  the  answer. 


110  THE  FALLEN  LEAVES. 

"  Where  does  he  live  ?  " 

Jervy  was  cautious  how  he  replied  to  that  ; 
he  consulted  Phoebe.     "  Shall  I  tell  her  ?  " 

Phoebe  answered  petulantly,  "  I'm  turned 
out  of  the  house ;  I  don't  care  what  you 
tell  her !" 

Jervy  again  addressed  the  old  woman,  still 
keeping  his  information  in  reserve.  "  Why 
do  you  want  to  know  where  he  lives  ? " 

"  He  owes  me  money,"  said  Mrs.  Sowler. 

Jervy  looked  hard  at  her,  and  emitted  a 
long  low  whistle,  expressive  of  blank  amaze- 
ment. The  persons  near,  annoyed  by  the 
incessant  whispering,  looked  round  irritably, 
and  insisted  on  silence.  Jervy  ventured 
nevertheless  on  a  last  interruption.  "  You 
seem  to  be  tired  of  this,"  he  remarked  to 
Phoebe ;  ''  let's  go  and  get  some  oysters." 
She  rose  directly.  Jervy  tapped  Mrs.  Sowler 
on  the  shoulder,  as  they  passed  her.  "  Come 
and  have  some  supper,"  he  said  ;  "  I'll  stand 
treat." 

The  three  were  necessarily  noticed  by  their 
neighbours  as  they  passed  out.     Mrs.  Farnaby 
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discovered  Phcebe — when  it  was  too  late. 
Mr.  Farnaby  happened  to  look  first  at  the  old 
woman.  Sixteen  years  of  squalid  poverty 
effectually  disguised  her,  in  that  dim  light. 
He  only  looked  away  again,  and  said  to  his 
wife  impatiently,  ''  Let  us  go  too !  " 

Mrs.  Farnaby  was  still  obstinate.  "  You 
can  go  if  you  like,"  she  said  \  "1  shall  stay 
here." 
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CHAPTER  lY. 

"  Three  dozen  oysters,  bread-and-butter,  and 
bottled  stout ;  a  private  room  and  a  good 
fire."  Issuing  these  instructions,  on  his 
arrival  at  the  tavern,  Jervy  was  surprised 
by  a  sudden  act  of  interference  on  the  part 
of  his  venerable  guest.  Mrs.  Sowler  actually 
took  it  on  herself  to  order  her  own  supper  ! 

"  Nothing  cold  to  eat  or  drink  for  me," 
she  said.  "  Morning  and  night,  waking  and 
sleeping,  I  can't  keep  myself  warm.  See  for 
yourself,  Jervy,  how  IVe  lost  flesh  since  you 
first  knew  me  !  A  steak,  broiling  hot  from 
the  gridiron,  and  gin-and-water,  hotter  still — 
that's  the  supper  for  me." 

"  Take  the  order,  waiter,"  said  Jervy,  re- 
signedly ;  ''  and  let  us  see  the  private  room." 

The  tavern  was  of  the  old-fashioned  English 
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sort,  which  scorns  to  learn  a  lesson  of  bright- 
ness and  elegance  from  France.  The  private 
room  can  only  be  described  as  a  miTsenm  for 
the  exhibition  of  dirt  in  all  its  varieties. 
Behind  the  bars  of  the  rusty  little  grate  a 
dvino'  fire  was  drawino;  its  last  breath.  Mrs. 
Sowler  clamoured  for  wood  and  coals  ;  re- 
vived the  fire  with  her  own  hands  ;  and 
seated  herself  shivering  as  close  to  the  fender 
as  the  chair  would  go.  After  a  while,  the 
composing  effect  of  the  heat  began  to  make 
its  influence  felt  :  the  head  of  the  half-starved 
wretch  sank  ;  a  species  of  stupor  overcame 
her — half  faintness,  and  half  sleep. 

Phoebe  and  her  sweetheart  sat  together, 
waiting  the  appearance  of  the  supper,  on  a 
little  sofa  at  the  other  end  of  the  room. 
Having  certain  objects  to  gain,  Jervy  put  his 
arm  round  her  waist,  and  looked  and  spoke 
in  his  most  insinuating  manner. 

"  Try  and  put  up  with  Mother  Sowler  for 
an  hour  or  two,*'  he  said.  '*  My  sweet  girl, 
I  know  she  isn't  fit  company  for  you !  But 
how  can  I  turn  mv  back  on  an  old  friend  ?  " 

VOL.  II.  I 


114  TEE  FALLEN  LEAVES. 

'•'  That's  just  what  surprises  me,"  Phoebe 
answered.  "  I  don't  understand  such  a  per- 
son being  a  friend  of  yours." 

Always  ready  with  the  necessary  lie, 
whenever  the  occasion  called  for  it,  Jervy 
invented  a  pathetic  little  story,  in  two  short 
parts.  First  part :  Mrs.  Sowler,  rich  and 
respected  ;  a  widow  inhabiting  a  villa-resi- 
dence, and  riding  in  her  carriage.  Second 
part :  a  villainous  lawyer ;  misplaced  confi- 
dence ;  reckless  investments ;  death  of  the 
villain  ;  ruin  of  Mrs.  Sowler.  "  Don't  talk 
about  her  misfortunes  when  she  wakes," 
Jervy  concluded,  "  or  she'll  burst  out  crying, 
to  a  dead  certainty.  Only  tell  me,  dear 
Phoebe,  would  you  turn  your  back  on  a  for- 
lorn old  creature  because  she  has  outlived  all 
her  other  friends,  and  hasn't  a  farthing  left 
in  the  world  ?  Poor  as  I  am,  I  can  help  her 
to  a  supper,  at  any  rate." 

Phoebe  expressed  her  admiration  of  these 
noble  sentiments  by  an  inexpensive  ebullition 
of  tenderness,  which  failed  to  fulfil  Jervy *s 
private  anticipations.     He  had  aimed  straight 
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at  lier  purse — and  lie  had  only  hit  her  heart ! 
He  tried  a  broad  hint  next.  "  I  wonder 
whether  I  shall  have  a  shilling  or  two  left  to 
give  Mrs.  Sowler,  when  I  have  paid  for  the 
supper?"  He  sighed,  and  pulled  out  some 
small  change,  and  looked  at  it  in  eloquent 
silence.  Phoebe  was  hit  in  the  right  place  at 
last.  She  handed  him  her  purse.  '"  TThat 
is  mine  will  be  yours,  when  we  are  married," 
she  said  ;  *'  why  not  ^now  ?  "  Jervy  ex- 
pressed his  sense  of  obligation  with  the 
promptitude  of  a  grateful  man ;  he  repeated 
those  precious  words,  "  My  sweet  girl  ! " 
Phoebe  laid  her  head  on  his  shoulder — and 
let  him  kiss  her,  and  enjoyed  it  in  silent 
ecstasy  with  half-closed  eyes.  The  scoundrel 
waited  and  watched  her,  until  she  was  com- 
pletely under  his  influence.  Then,  and  not 
till  then,  he  risked  the  gradual  revelation  of 
the  purpose  which  had  induced  him  to  with- 
draw from  the  hall,  before  the  proceedings 
of  the  evenino;  had  reached  their  end. 

"Did  you  hear  what  Mrs.  Sowler  said  to 
me,  just  before  we  left  the  lecture  ? "  he 
asked. 
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"  No,  dear." 

"  You  remember  that  she  asked  me  to  tell 
her  Farnaby's  address  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes  !  And  she  wanted  to  know  if 
he  had  ever  gone  by  the  name  of  Morgan. 
Ridiculous — wasn't  it  ?  " 

"  I'm  not  so  sure  of  that,  my  dear.  She 
told  me,  in  so  many  words,  that  Farnaby 
owed  her  money.  He  didn't  make  his  for- 
tune all  at  once,  I  suppose.  How  do  we 
know  what  he  might  have  done  in  his  young- 
days,  or  how  he  might  have  humbugged  a 
feeble  woman.  Wait  till  our  friend  there  at 
the  fire  has  warmed  her  old  bones  with  some 
hot  grog — and  I'll  find  out  something  more 
about  Farnaby's  debt." 

"  Why,  dear  ?     What  is  it  to  you  ?  " 

Jervy  reflected  for  a  moment,  and  decided 
that  the  time  had  come  to  speak  more  plainly. 

"  In  the  first  place,"  he  said,  ''  it  would 
only  be  an  act  of  common  humanity,  on  my 
part,  to  help  Mrs.  Sowler  to  get  her  money. 
You  see  that,  don't  you  ?  Very  well.  Now, 
I   am  no  Socialist,  as  you  are  aware ;  quite 
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the  contrary.  At  the  same  time,  I  am  a  re- 
markably just  man ;  and  I  own  I  was  struck 
by  what  Mr.  Groldenheart  said  about  the  uses 
to  which  wealthy  people  are  put,  bv  the 
Rules  at  Tadmor.  '  The  man  who  has  o-ot 
the  money  is  bound,  by  the  express  law  of 
Christian  morality,  to  use  it  in  assisting  the 
man  who  has  got  none.'  Those  were  his 
words,  as  nearly  as  I  can  remember  them. 
He  put  it  still  more  strongly  afterwards  ;  he 
said,  '  A  man  who  hoards  up  a  large  fortune, 
from  a  purely  selfish  motive — either  because 
he  is  a  miser,  or  because  he  looks  only  to  the 
aggrandisement  of  his  own  family  after  his 
death — is,  in  either  case,  an  essentially  un- 
christian person,  who  stands  in  manifest  need 
of  enlightenment  and  control  by  Christian 
law.'  And  then,  if  you  remember,  some  of 
the  people  murmured ;  and  Mr.  Goldenheart 
stopped  them  by  reading  a  line  from  the 
New  Testament,  which  said  exactly  what  he 
had  been  saying — only  in  fewer  words. 
Now,  my  dear  girl,  Farnaby  seems  to  me 
to  be  one  of  the  many  people  pointed  at  in 
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this  young  gentleman's  lecture.     Judging  by 
looks,  I  should  say  he  was  a  hard  man." 

"'  That's  just  what  he  is — hard  as  iron ! 
Looks  at  his  servants  as  if  they  were  dirt 
under  his  feet ;  and  never  speaks  a  kind  word 
to  theDi  from  one  year's  end  to  another." 

"  Suppose  I  guess  again  ?  He's  not  par- 
ticularly free-handed  with  his  money — is 
he  ?  " 

"  He  !  He  will  spend  anything  on  himself 
and  his  grandeur ;  but  he  never  gave  away 
a  halfpenny  in  his  life." 

Jervy  pointed  to  the  fireplace,  with  a  burst 
of  virtuous  indignation.  "  And  there's  that 
poor  old  soul  starving  for  want  of  the  money 
he  owes  her !  Damn  it,  I  agree  with  the 
Socialists ;  it's  a  virtue  to  make  that  sort  of 
man  bleed.  Look  at  you  and  me  !  We  are 
the  very  people  he  ought  to  help — we  might 
be  married  at  once,  if  we  only  knew  where  to 
find  a  little  money.  I've  seen  a  deal  of  the 
world,  Phoebe ;  and  my  experience  tells  me 
there's  something  about  that  debt  of  Far- 
naby's  which  he  doesn't  want  to  have  known. 
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Why  shouldn't  we  screw  a  few  five-pound 
notes  for  ourselves  out  of  the  rich  miser's 
fears  ?  " 

Phoehe  was  cautious.  "  It's  against  the 
law — ain't  it  ?  "  she  said. 

"  Trust  me  to  keep  clear  of  the  law,"  Jervy 
answered.  "  I  won't  stir  in  the  matter  till  I 
know  for  certain  that  he  daren't  take  the 
police  into  his  confidence.  It  will  be  all  easy 
enough  when  we  are  once  sure  of  that.  You 
have  been  long  enough  in  the  family  to  find 
out  Farnaby's  weak  side.  Would  it  do,  if  we 
got  at  him,  to  begin  with,  through  his  wife  ?  " 

Phoebe  suddenly  reddened  to  the  roots  of 
her  hair.  "  Don't  talk  to  rae  about  his  wife  ! " 
she  broke  out  fiercely ;    "  I've  got  a  day  of 

reckoning  to  come  with  that  lady "     She 

looked  at  Jervy  and  checked  herself.  He 
was  watching  her  with  an  eager  curiosity, 
which  not  even  his  ready  cunning  was  quick 
enough  to  conceal. 

"  I  wouldn't  intrude  on  your  little  secrets, 
darling,  for  the  world !  "  he  said,  in  his  most 
persuasive  tones.     "  But,  if  3^ou  want  advice. 
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you  know  that  I  am  heart  and  soul  at  your 


service." 


Phoebe  looked  across  the  room  at  Mrs. 
Sowler,  still  nodding  over  the  fire. 

" Never  mind  now,"  she  said ;  ''I  don't 
think  it's  a  matter  for  a  man  to  advise  about 
— it's  between  Mrs.  Farnaby  and  me.  Do 
what  you  like  with  her  husband ;  I  don't 
care ;  he's  a  brute,  and  I  hate  him.  But 
there's  one  thing  I  insist  on — I  won't  have 
Miss  Regina  frightened  or  annoyed ;  mind 
that !  She's  a  good  creature.  There,  read 
the  letter  she  wrote  to  me  yesterday ;  and 
judge  for  yourself." 

Jervy  looked  at  the  letter.  It  was  not 
very  long.  He  resignedly  took  upon  himself 
the  burden  of  reading  it. 

"  Dear  Phcebe, 

^'  Don't  be  downhearted.  I  am 
your  friend  always,  and  I  will  help  you  to 
get  another  place.  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  it 
was  indeed  Mrs.  Ormond  who  found  us  out 
that  day.     She  had  her  suspicions,  and  she 
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watclied  US,  and  told  mv  aimt.  This  slie 
owned  to  me  with  her  own  Hps.  She  said, 
'  I  would  do  anything,  my  dear,  to  save  you 
from  an  ill-assorted  marriage.'  I  am  very 
wretched  about  it,  because  I  can  never  look 
on  her  as  my  friend  again.  My  aunt,  as  you 
know,  is  of  Mrs.  Ormond's  way  of  thinking. 
You  must  make  allowances  for  her  hot 
temper.  Remember,  out  of  your  kindness 
towards  me,  you  had  been  secretly  helping 
forward  the  very  thing  which  she  was  most 
anxious  to  prevent.  That  made  her  very 
angry ;  but,  never  fear,  she  will  come  round 
in  time.  If  you  don't  want  to  spend  your 
little  savings,  while  you  are  waiting  for 
another  situation,  let  me  know.  A  share  of 
my  pocket-money  is  always  at  your  service. 

"  Your  friend, 

"  PtEGIXA." 

"  Very  nice  indeed,"  said  Jervy,  handing 
the  letter  back,  and  yawning  as  he  did  it. 
"  And  convenient,  too,  if  we  run  short  of 
money.       Ah,    here's    the    waiter    with    the 
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supper,  at  last !     Now,  Mrs.  Sowler,  there's 
a  time  for  everything — it's  time  to  wake  up." 

He  lifted  the  old  woman  off  her  chair,  and 
settled  her  before  the  table,  like  a  child. 
The  sight  of  the  hot  food  and  drink  roused 
her  to  a  tigerish  activity.  She  devoured  the 
meat  with  her  eyes  as  well  as  her  teeth  ;  she 
drank  the  hot  gin-and-water  in  fierce  gulps, 
and  set  down  the  glass  with  audible  gasps  of 
relief.  "  Another  one,"  she  cried,  '^  and  I 
shall  begin  to  feel  warm  again  !  " 

Jervy,  watching  her  from  the  opposite  side 
of  the  table,  with  Phoebe  close  by  him  as 
usual,  had  his  own  motives  for  encouraging 
her  to  talk,  by  the  easy  means  of  encouraging 
her  to  drink.  He  sent  for  another  glass  of 
the  hot  grog.  Phoebe,  daintily  picking  up 
her  oysters  with  her  fork,  affected  to  be 
shocked  at  Mrs.  Sowler's  coarse  method  of 
eating  and  drinking.  She  kept  her  eyes  on 
her  plate,  and  only  consented  to  taste  malt 
liquor  under  modest  protest.  When  Jervy 
lit  a  cigar,  after  finishing  his  supper,  she 
reminded    him,    in   an   impressively   genteel 
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manner,  of  the  consideration  which  he  owed 
to  the  presence  of  an  elderly  lady.  "  I  like  it 
myself,  dear,"  she  said  mincingly ;  "  but 
perhaps  Mrs.  Sowler  objects  to  the  smell  ?  " 

Mrs.  Sowler  burst  into  a  hoarse  laugh. 
"  Do  I  look  as  if  I  was  likely  to  be  squeamish 
about  smells?"  she  asked,  with  the  savage 
contempt  for  her  own  poverty,  which  was 
one  of  the  dangerous  elements  in  her 
character.  "  See  the  place  I  live  in,  young 
woman,  and  then  talk  about   smells  if  you 

like !  " 

This  was  indelicate.  Phoebe  picked  a  last 
oyster  out  of  its  shell,  and  kept  her  eyes 
modestly  fixed  on  her  plate.  Observing  that 
the  second  glass  of  gin-and-water  was  fast 
becoming  empty,  Jervy  risked  the  first 
advances,  on  his  way  to  Mrs.  Sowler's 
confidence. 

"  About  that  debt  of  Farnaby's  ?  "  he  began. 
"  Is  it  a  debt  of  long  standing  ?  " 

Mrs.  Sowler  was  on  her  guard.  In  other 
words,  Mrs.  Sowler's  head  was  only  assailable 
by  hot  grog,  when  hot  grog  was  administered 
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in  large  quantities.  She  said  it  was  a  debt 
of  long  standing,  and  she  said  no  more. 

"  Has  it  been  standing  seven  years  ?  " 

Mrs.  Sowler  emj)tied  her  glass,  and  looked 
hard  at  Jervy  across  the  table.  "  My  memory 
isn't  good  for  much,  at  my  time  of  life.''  She 
gave  him  that  answer,  and  she  gave  him  no 
more. 

Jervy  yielded  with  his  best  grace.  "  Try 
a  third  glass,"  he  said ;  "  there's  luck,  you 
know,  in  odd  numbers." 

Mrs.  Sowler  met  this  advance  in  the  spirit 
in  which  it  was  made.  She  was  obliging 
enough  to  consult  her  memory,  even  before 
the  third  glass  made  its  appearance.  "  Seven 
years,  did  you  say  ?  "  she  repeated.  "  More 
than  twice  seven  years,  Jervy  !  What  do 
you  think  of  that  ?  " 

Jervy  wasted  no  time  in  thinking.  He 
went  on  with  his  questions. 

"  Are  you  quite  sure  that  the  man  I 
pointed  out  to  you,  at  the  lecture,  is  the  same 
man  who  went  by  the  name  of  Morgan,  and  had 
his  letters  addressed  to  the  public-house  ?  " 
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*'  Quite  sure.  I'd  swear  to  him  anywhere 
— only  by  his  eyes." 

"  And  have  you  never  yet  asked  him  ta 
pay  the  debt  ?  " 

"  How  could  I  ask  him,  when  I  never 
knew  what  his  name  was  till  you  told  me 
to-night  ?  " 

"  What  amount  of  money  does  he  owe 
you? 

Whether  Mrs.  Sowler  had  her  mind  pro- 
phetically fixed  on  a  fourth  glass  of  grog,  or 
whether  she  thought  it  time  to  begin  asking 
questions  on  her  own  account,  is  not  easy  to 
say.  Whatever  her  motive  might  be,  she 
slyly  shook  her  head,  and  winked  at  Jervy. 
"  The  money's  my  business,"  she  remarked. 
"  You  tell  me  where  he  lives — and  I'll  make 
him  pay  me." 

Jervy  was  equal  to  the   occasion.     ''  You 
won't  do  anything  of  the  sort,"  he  said. 

Mrs.  Sowler  laughed  defiantly.     "  So  you 
think,  my  fine  fellow !  " 

"  I  don't  think  at  all,  old  lady — I'm  certain. 
In  the  first  place,  Farnaby  don't  owe  you  the 
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debt  by  law,  after  seven  years.  In  the  second 
place,  just  look  at  yourself  in  the  glass  there. 
Do  you  think  the  servants  will  let  you  in, 
when  you  knock  at  Farnaby's  door?  You 
want  a  clever  fellow  to  help  you — or  you'll 
never  recover  that  debt." 

Mrs.  Sowler  was  accessible  to  reason  (even 
half-way  through  her  third  glass  of  grog), 
when  reason  was  presented  to  her  in  con- 
vincing terms.  She  came  to  the  point  at 
once.  "  How  much  do  you  want  ? "  she 
asked. 

''  Nothing,"  Jervy  answered  ;  "  I  don't 
look  to  you  to  pay  my  commission." 

Mrs.  Sowler  reflected  a  little — and  under- 
stood him.  "  Say  that  again,"  she  insisted, 
"  in  the  presence  of  your  young  woman  as 
witness." 

Jervy  touched  his  young  woman's  hand 
under  the  table,  warnins:  her  to  fmake  no 
objection,  and  to  leave  it  to  him.  Having 
declared  for  the  second  time  that  he  would 
not  take  a  farthing  from  Mrs.  Sowler,  he 
went  on  with  his  inquiries. 
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"  I'm  acting  in  your  interests,  Mother 
Sowler,"  he  said  ;  "  and  you'll  he  the  loser, 
if  you  don't  answer  my  questions  patiently, 
and  tell  me  the  truth.  I  want  to  go  hack  to 
the  deht.     "What  is  it  for  ?  " 

"  For  six  weeks'  keep  of  a  child,  at  ten 
shillings  a  week." 

Phoehe  looked  up  from  her  plate. 

"  Whose  child  ? "  Jervy  asked,  noticing 
the  sudden  movement. 

"  Morgan's  child — the  same  man  you  said 
was  Farnahy." 

"  Do  you  know  who  the  mother  was  ?  " 

"  I  wish  I  did !  I  should  have  got  the 
money  out  of  her  long  ago." 

Jervy  stole  a  look  at  Phoehe.  She  liad 
turned  pale ;  she  was  listening-,  with  her 
eyes  riveted  on  Mrs.  Sowler's  ugly  face. 

"  How  long  ago  was  it  ?  "  Jervy  went  on. 

"  Better  than  sixteen  years." 

"  Did  Farnahv  himself  o'ive  vou  the  child?" 

"  With  his  own  hands,  over  the  garden- 
paling  of  a  house  at  Ramsgate.  He  saw  me 
and  the  child  into  the  train  for  London.     I 
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had  ten  pounds  from  liim,  and  no  more.  He 
promised  to  see  me,  and  settle  everything-, 
in  a  month's  time.  I  have  never  set  eyes  on 
him  from  that  day,  till  I  saw  him  paying- 
his  money  this  evening  at  the  door  of  the 
hall." 

Jervy  stole  another  look  at  Phoebe.  She 
was  still  perfectly  nnconscious  that  he  was 
observing  her.  Her  attention  was  completely 
absorbed  by  Mrs.  Sowler's  replies.  Specu- 
lating on  the  possible  result,  Jervy  abandoned 
the  question  of  the  debt,  and  devoted  his 
next  inquiries  to  the  subject  of  the  child. 

"  I  promise  you  every  farthing  of  your 
money,  Mother  Sowler,"  he  said,  ''  with 
interest  added  to  it.  How  old  was  the  child 
when  Farnaby  gave  it  to  you  ?  " 

"  Old  ?     Not  a  week  old,  I  should  say  !  " 

"  Not  a  week  old  ?  "  Jervy  repeated,  with 
his  eye  on  Phoebe.  "  Dear,  dear  me,  a  new- 
born baby,  one  may  say  !  " 

The  girl's  excitement  was  fast  getting 
beyond  control.  She  leaned  across  the  table, 
in  her  eagerness  to  hear  more. 
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^'  And  how  long  was  this  poor  child  under 
your  care  ? "  Jervy  went  on. 

"  How  can  I  tell  you,  at  this  distance  of 
time?  For  some  months,  I  should  say.  This 
I'm  certain  of — I  kept  it  for  six  good  weeks 
after  the  ten  pounds  he  gave  me  were  spent. 

And  then "  she  stopped,  and  looked  at 

Phoebe. 

"  And  then  you  got  rid  of  it  ?  " 

Mrs.  Sowler  felt  for  Jervy's  foot  under  the 
table,  and  gave  it  a  significant  kick.  "  I 
have  done  nothing  to  be  ashamed  of,  miss," 
she  said,  addressing  her  answer  defiantly  to 
Phoebe.  "■  Being  too  poor  to  keep  the  little 
dear  myself,  I  placed  it  imder  the  care  of  a 
good  lady,  who  adopted  it." 

Phoebe  could  restrain  herself  no  longer. 
She  burst  out  with  the  next  question,  before 
Jervy  could  open  his  lips. 

"  Do  you  know  where  the  lady  is  now  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Mrs.  Sowler  shortly ;  "- 1 
don't." 

"  Do  you  know  where  to  find  the  child  ?  " 

Mrs.  Sowler  slowly  stirred  up  the  remains 
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of  her  grog.  "  I  know  no  more  than  you  do. 
Any  more  questions,  miss  ?  " 

Phoebe's  excitement  completely  blinded  her 
to  the  evident  signs  of  a  change  in  Mrs. 
Sowler's  temper  for  the  worse.  She  went  on 
headlong. 

"  Have  you  never  seen  the  child  since  you 
gave  her  to  the  lady  ?  " 

Mrs.  Sowler  set  down  her  glass,  just  as  she 
was  raising  it  to  her  lips.  Jervy  paused, 
thunderstruck,  in  the  act  of  lighting  a  second 
cigar. 

"Her?''  Mrs.  Sowler  repeated  slowly, 
her  eyes  fixed  on  Phoebe  with  a  lowering 
expression  of  suspicion  and  surprise.  *'  Her  ? " 
She  turned  to  Jervy.  "  Did  you  ask  me  it 
the  child  was  a  girl  or  a  boy  ?  " 

"  I  never  even  thought  of  it,"  Jervy 
replied. 

"  Did  I  happen  to  say  it  myself,  without 
being  asked  ?  " 

Jervy  deliberately  abandoned  Phoebe  to  the 
implacable  old  wretch,  before  whom  she  had 
betrayed  herself.     It  was  the  one  likely  way 
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of  forcing  the  girl  to  confess  everything. 
"  No,"  he  answered ;  "  you  never  said  it 
without  being  asked." 

Mrs.  Sowler  turned  once  more  to  Phoebe. 
"  How  do  you  know  the  child  was  a  girl  ? " 
she  inquired. 

Phoebe  trembled,  and  said  nothing.  She 
sat  with  her  head  down,  and  her  hands,  fast 
clasped  together,  resting  on  her  lap. 

"  Might  I  ask,  if  you  please,"  Mrs.  Sowler 
proceeded,  with  a  ferocious  assumption  of 
courtesy,  "  how  old  you  are,  miss  ?  You're 
young  enough  and  pretty  enough  not  to 
mind  answering  to  your  age,  I'm  sure." 

Even  Jervy's  villainous  experience  of  the 
world  failed  to  forewarn  him  of  what  was 
coming.  Phoebe,  it  is  needless  to  say, 
instantly  fell  into  the  trap. 

"  Twenty-four,"  she  replied,  "  next  birth- 
day." 

''  And  the  child  was  put  into  my  hands, 
sixteen  years  ago,"  said  Mrs.  Sowler.  "  Take 
sixteen  from  twenty-four,  and  eight  remains. 
I'm  more   surprised  than  ever,  miss,  at  your 
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knowing  it  to  be  a  girl.     It  conldn't  have 
been  your  child — could  it  ?  " 

Phoebe  started  to  her  feet,  in  a  state  of 
fury.  "  Do  you  hear  that  ? "  she  cried, 
appealing  to  Jervy.  "  How  dare  you  bring 
me  here  to  be  insulted  by  that  drunken 
wretch  ?  " 

Mrs.  Sowler  rose,  on  her  side.  The  old 
savage  snatched  up  her  empty  glass — intend- 
ing to  throw  it  at  Phoebe.  At  the  same 
moment,  the  ready  Jervy  caught  her  by  the 
arm,  dragged  her  out  of  the  room,  and  shut 
the  door  behind  them. 

There  was  a  bench  on  the  landing  outside. 
He  pushed  Mrs.  Sowler  down  on  the  bench 
with  one  hand,  and  took  Phoebe's  purse  out 
of  his  pocket  with  the  other.  "  Here's  a 
pound,"  he  said,  "  towards  the  recovery  of 
that  debt  of  yours.  Go  home  quietly,  and 
meet  me  at  the  door  of  this  house  to-morrow 
evening,  at  six." 

Mrs.  Sowler,  opening  her  lips  to  protest, 
suddenly  closed  them  again,  fascinated  by  the 
sight  of  the  gold.     She  clutched  the  coin,  and 
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became  friendly  and  familiar  in  a  moment. 
*'  Help  me  downstairs,  deary,"  she  said,  ''  and 
put  me  into  a  cab.  I'm  afraid  of  the  night 
air. 

"  One  word  more,  before  I  put  you  into  a 
cab,"  said  Jervy.  "  What  did  you  really  do 
with  the  child  ?  " 

Mrs.  Sowler  grinned  hideously,  and 
whispered  her  reply,  in  the  strictest  con- 
fidence. 

"  Sold  her  to  Moll  Davis,  for  five-and- 
sixpence." 

''  Who  was  Moll  Davis  ?  " 

"  A  cadger." 

"  And  you  really  know  nothing  now  of 
Moll  Davis  or  the  child  ?  " 

"  Should  I  want  you  to  help  me  if  I  did  ?  " 
Mrs.  Sowler  asked  contemptuously.  "  They 
may  be  both  dead  and  buried,  for  all  I  know 
to  the  contrary." 

Jervy  put  her  into  the  cab,  without  further 
delay.  "  Xow  for  the  other  one !  "  he  said 
to  himself,  as  he  hurried  back  to  the  private 
room. 
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CHAPTER   Y. 

Some  men  would  have  found  it  no  easy  task 
to  console  Phoebe,  under  the  circumstances. 
Jervy  had  the  immense  advantage  of  not 
feeling  the  slightest  sympathy  for  her :  he 
was  in  full  command  of  his  large  resources 
of  fluent  assurance  and  ready  flattery.  In 
less  than  five  minutes,  Phoebe's  tears  were 
dried,  and  her  lover  had  his  arm  round  her 
waist  again,  in  the  character  of  a  cherished 
and  forgiven  man. 

"  Now,  my  angel !  "  he  said  (Phoebe  sighed 
tenderly ;  he  had  never  called  her  his  angel 
before),  "  tell  me  all  about  it  in  confidence. 
Only  let  me  know  the  facts,  and  I  shall  see 
my  way  to  protecting  you  against  any  annoy- 
ance from  Mrs.  Sowler  in  the  future.     You 
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have  made  a  very  extraordinary  discovery. 
Come  closer  to  me,  my  dear  girl.  Did  it 
hajDpen  in  Farnaby's  house  ?  " 

"  I  heard  it  in  the  kitchen,"  said  Phoebe. 

Jervy  started.  ''  Did  any  one  else  hear 
it  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Xo.  They  were  all  in  the  housekeeper's 
room,  looking  at  the  Indian  curiosities  which 
her  son  in  Canada  had  sent  to  her.  I  had 
left  my  bird  on  the  dresser— and  I  ran  into  the 
kitchen  to  put  the  cage  in  a  safer  place,  being 
afraid  of  the  cat.  One  of  the  swinging 
windows  in  the  skylight  was  open  ;  and  I 
heard  voices  in  the  back  room  above,  which 
is  Mrs.  Farnaby's  room." 

"  "Whose  voices  did  vou  hear  ?  " 

"  Mrs.  Farnaby's  voice,  and  Mr.  Golden- 
heart's. " 

"  Mrs.  Farnaby  ?  "  Jervy  repeated,  in  sur- 
prise.    "  Are  you  sure  it  was  Mrs.  ?  " 

''  Of  course  I  am !  Do  you  think  I  don't 
know  that  horrid  woman's  voice  ?  She  was 
saying  a  most  extraordinary  thing  when  I 
first  heard  her — she  was  asking  if  there  was 
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anything  wrong'  in  showing  her  naked  foot. 
And  a  man  answered,  and  the  voice  was  Mr. 
Goldenheart's.  You  would  have  felt  curious 
to  hear  more,  if  you  had  been  in  my  place, 
wouldn't  you  ?  I  opened  the  second  window- 
in  the  kitchen,  so  as  to  make  sure  of  not 
missing  anything.  And  what  do  you  think 
I  heard  her  say  ?  " 

''  You  mean  Mrs.  Farnaby  ?  " 

"  Yes.  I  heard  her  say,  '  Look  at  my 
right  foot — you  see  there's  nothing  the  matter 
with  it.'  And  then,  after  a  while,  she  said, 
'  Look  at  my  left  foot — look  between  the 
third  toe  and  the  fourth.'  Did  you  ever  hear 
of  such  an  audacious  thing  for  a  married 
woman  to  say  to  a  young  man  ?  " 

'^  Gro  on  !  go  on  !     What  did  he  say  ?  " 

"  Nothing  ;  I  suppose  he  was  looking  at 
her  foot." 

"  Her  left  foot  ?  " 

"  Yes.  Her  left  foot  was  nothing  to  be 
proud  of,  I  can  tell  you !  By  her  own 
account,  she  has  some  horrid  deformity  in 
it,    between   the   third   toe   and   the   fourth. 
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No  ;  I  didn't  hear  her  say  what  the  deformity 
was.  I  only  heard  her  call  it  so — and  she 
said  her  '  poor  darling '  was  born  with  the 
same  fault,  and  that  was  her  defence  against 
being  imposed  upon  by  rogues — I  remember 
the  very  words — '  in  the  past  days  when 
I  employed  people  to  find  her.'  Yes  !  she 
said  '  her.''  I  heard  it  plainly.  And  she 
talked  afterwards  of  her  '  poor  lost  daughter/ 
who  might  be  still  living  somewhere,  and 
wondering  who  her  mother  was.  Naturally 
enough,  when  I  heard  that  hateful  old 
drunkard  talking  about  a  child  given  to 
her  by  Mr.  Farnaby,  I  put  two  and  two 
together.  Dear  me,  how  strangely  you 'look! 
"What's  wrong  with  you  ?  " 

"  I'm  only  very  much  interested — that's 
all.  But  there's  one  thing  I  don't  under- 
stand. What  had  Mr.  Goldenheart  to  do 
with  all  this  ?  " 

"  Didn't  I  tell  you  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  Well,  then,  I  tell  you  now.  Mrs.  Farnaby 
is  not   only  a  heartless  wretch,   who   turns 
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a  poor  girl  out  of  lier  situation,  and  refuses 
to  give  her  a  character — she's  a  fool  besides. 
That  precious  exhibition  of  her  nasty  foot 
was  to  inform  Mr.  Goldenheart  of  something 
she  wanted  him  to  know.  If  he  happened  to 
meet  with  a  girl,  in  his  walks  or  his  travels, 
and  if  he  found  that  she  had  the  same  de- 
formity in  the  same  foot,  then  he  might  know 
for  certain " 

"  All  right !  I  understand.  But  why  Mr. 
Groldenheart  ?  " 

"  Because  she  had  a  dream  that  Mr. 
Groldenheart  had  found  the  lost  girl,  and 
because  she  thought  there  was  one  chance  in 
a  hundred  that  her  dream  might  come  true ! 
Did  you  ever  hear  of  such  a  fool  before  ? 
From  what  I  could  make  out,  I  believe  she 
actuallv  cried  about  it.  And  that  same 
woman  turns  me  into  the  street  to  be  ruined, 
for  all  she  knows  or  cares.  Mind  this !  I 
would  have  kept  her  secret — it  was  no  busi- 
ness of  mine,  after  all — if  she  had  behaved 
decently  to  me.  As  it  is,  I  mean  to  be  even 
with  her ;   and  what  I  heard   down  in  the 
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kitchen  is  more  than  enough  to  helj^  me  to 
it.  I'll  expose  her  somehow — I  don't  quite 
know  how  ;  but  that  will  come  with  time. 
You  will  keep  the  secret,  dear,  I'm  sure.  We 
are  soon  to  have  all  our  secrets  in  common, 
when  we  are  man  and  wife,  ain't  we  ?  Why, 
you're  not  listening  to  me  !  What  is  the 
matter  with  you  ?  " 

Jervy  suddenly  looked  up.  His  soft  in- 
sinuating manner  had  vanished ;  he  spoke 
roughly  and  impatiently. 

"  I  want  to  know  something.  Has  Far- 
naby's  wife  got  money  of  her  own  ?  " 

Phoebe's  mind  was  still  disturbed  by  the 
change  in  her  lover.  "  You  speak  as  if  you 
were  angry  with  me,"  she  said. 

Jervy  recovered  his  insinuating  tones,  with 
some  difficulty.  "  My  dear  girl,  I  love  you  ! 
How  can  I  be  angry  with  you  ?  You've  set 
me  thinking — and  it  bothers  me  a  little, 
that's  all.  Do  you  happen  to  know  if  Mrs. 
Farnaby  has  got  money  of  her  own  ?  " 

Phoebe  answered  this  time.  I've  heard 
Miss  Regina  say  that  Mrs.  Farnaby 's  father 
was  a  rich  man,"  she  said. 
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"  What  was  his  name  ?  " 

"  Ronald." 

*'  Do  vou  know  when  he  died." 

"  No." 

Jervy  fell  into  thought  again,  hiting  his 
nails  in  great  perplexity.  After  a  moment 
or  two,  an  idea  came  to  him.  "  The  tomb- 
stone will  tell  me !  "  he  exclaimed,  speaking 
to  himself.  He  turned  to  Phoebe,  before  she 
could  express  her  surprise,  and  asked  if  she 
knew  where  Mr.  Ronald  was  buried. 

"  Yes,"  said  Phoebe,  '^  I've  heard  that.  In 
Highgate  cemetery.  But  why  do  you  want 
to  know  ?  " 

Jervy  looked  at  his  watch.  "  It's  getting 
late,"  he  said  ;  "  I'll  see  you  safe  home." 

''  But  I  want  to  know " 

"  Put  on  your  bonnet,  and  wait  till  we  are 
out  in  the  street." 

Jervy  paid  the  bill,  with  all  needful  re- 
membrance of  the  waiter.  He  was  generous, 
he  was  polite  ;  but  he  was  apparently  in  no 
hurry  to  favour  Phoebe  with  the  explanation 
that  he  had  promised.      They  had   left    the 
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tavern  for  some  minutes — and  he  was  still 
rnde  enoiiDrli  to  remain  absorbed  in  his  own 
reflections.     Phoebe's  patience  gave  way. 

"  I  have  told  vou  evervthino;,"  she  said 
reproachfully ;  '^  I  don't  call  it  fair  dealing 
to  keep  me  in  the  dark  after  that." 

He  roused  himself  directly.  "  My  dear 
girl,  you  entirely  mistake  me !  " 

The  reply  was  as  ready  as  usual ;  but  it 
was  spoken  rather  absently.  Only  that 
moment,  he  had  decided  on  informing  Phoebe 
(to  some  extent,  at  least)  of  the  purpose 
which  he  was  then  meditating.  He  would 
infinitely  have  preferred  using  Mrs.  Sowler 
as  his  sole  accomplice.  But  he  knew  the 
girl  too  well  to  run  that  risk.  If  he  refused 
to  satisfy  her  curiosity,  she  would  be  deterred 
by  no  scruples  of  delicacy  from  privately 
watching  him  ;  and  she  might  say  some- 
thing (either  by  word  of  mouth  or  by 
writing)  to  the  kind  young  mistress  who 
was  in  correspondence  with  her,  which  might 
lead  to  disastrous  results.  It  was  of  the 
last  importance   to  him,   so  far  to  associate 
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Phoebe  with  his  projected  enterprise,  as  to 
give  her  an  interest  of  her  own  in  keeping 
his  secrets. 

"  I  have  not  the  least  wish,"  he  resumed, 
"  to  conceal  anything  from  you.  So  far  as  I 
can  see  my  way  at  present,  you  shall  see  it 
too."  Reserving  in  this  dexterous  manner 
the  freedom  of  lying,  whenever  he  found  it 
necessary  to  depart  from  the  truth,  he  smiled 
encouragingly,  and  waited  to  be  questioned. 

Phoebe  repeated  the  inquiry  she  had  made 
at  the  tavern.  "  Why  do  you  want  to  know 
where  Mr.  Ronald  is  buried  ? "  she  asked 
bluntly. 

"  Mr.  Ronald's  tombstone,  my  dear,  will 
tell  me  the  date  of  Mr.  Ronald's  death," 
Jervy  rejoined.  ''  When  I  have  got  the 
date,  I  shall  go  to  a  place  near  St.  Paul's, 
called  Doctors'  Commons ;  I  shall  pay  a 
shilling  fee,  and  I  shall  have  the  privilege 
of  looking  at  Mr.  Ronald's  will." 

"  And  what  good  will  that  do  you  ?  " 

"  Very  properly  put,  Phoebe !  Even 
shillings  are  not  to  be  wasted,  in  our  posi- 


TEE  FALLEN  LEAVES.  143 

tion.  But  my  shilling  will  buy  two  six- 
pennyworths  of  information.  I  shall  find 
out  what  sum  of  money  Mr.  Ronald  has 
left  to  his  daughter ;  and  I  shall  know  for 
certain  whether  Mrs.  Farnaby's  husband  has 
any  power  over  it,  or  not." 

"  Well  ?  "  said  Phoebe,  not  much  interested 
so  far — "  and  what  then  ?  " 

Jervy  looked  about  him.  They  were  in 
a  crowded  thoroughfare  at  the  time.  He 
preserved  a  discreet  silence,  until  they  had 
arrived  at  the  first  turning  which  led  down 
a  quiet  street. 

"  What  I  have  to  tell  you,"  he  said,  "  must 
not  be  accidentally  heard  by  anybody.  Here, 
my  dear,  we  are  all  but  out  of  the  world — 
and  here  I  can  speak  to  you  safely.  I 
promise  you  two  good  things.  You  shall 
bring  Mrs.  Farnaby  to  that  day  of  reckoning  ; 
and  we  will  find  money  enough  to  marry  on 
comfortably  as  soon  as  you  like." 

Phoebe's  languid  interest  in  the  subject 
began  to  revive  :  she  insisted  on  having  a 
clearer    explanation    than    this.       "  Do    you 
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mean  to  get  the  money  out  of  Mr.  Farnaby?" 
she  inquired. 

"  I  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  Mr. 
Farnaby — unless  I  find  that  his  wife's  money 
is  not  at  her  own  disposal.  What  you  heard 
in  the  kitchen  has  altered  all  my  plans.  Wait 
a  minute — and  you  will  see  what  I  am 
driving  at.  How  much  do  you  think  Mrs. 
Farnaby  would  give  me,  if  I  found  that  lost 
daughter  of  hers  ?  " 

Phoebe  suddenly  stood  still,  and  looked  at 
the  sordid  scoundrel  who  was  tempting  her 
in  blank  amazement. 

"  But  nobody  knows  where  the  daughter 
is,"  she  objected. 

"  You  and  I  know  that  the  daughter  has 
a  deformity  in  her  left  foot,"  Jervy  replied  ; 
"  and  you  and  I  know  exactly  in  what  part  of 
the  foot  it  is.  There's  not  only  money  to  be 
made  out  of  that  knowledge — but  money 
made  easily,  without  the  slightest  risk.  Sup- 
pose I  managed  the  matter  by  correspondence, 
without  appearing  in  it  personally  ?  Don't 
you    think    Mrs.    Farnaby    would    open    her 
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purse  beforehand,  if  I  mentioned  the  exact 
position*  of  that  little  deformity,  as  a  proof 
that  I  was  to  be  depended  on  ?  " 

Phoebe  was  unable,  or  unwilling,  to  draw 
the  obvious  conclusion,  even  now. 

"  But,  what  would  you  do,"  she  said, 
*'  when  Mrs.  Farnaby  insisted  on  seeing  her 
daughter  ?  " 

There  was  something  in  the  girl's  tone — 
half  fearful,  half  suspicious — -which  warned 
Jervy  that  he  was  treading  on  dangerous 
ground.  He  knew  perfectly  well  what  he 
proposed  to  do,  in  the  case  that  had  been  so 
plainly  put  to  him.  It  was  the  simplest 
thing  in  the  world.  He  had  only  to  make 
an  appointment  with  Mrs.  Farnaby  for  a 
meeting  on  a  future  day,  and  to  take  to  flight 
in  the  interval ;  leaving  a  polite  note  behind 
him  to  say  that  it  was  all  a  mistake,  and  that 
he  regretted  being  too  poor  to  return  the 
money.  Having  thus  far  acknowledged  the 
design  he  had  in  view,  could  he  still  venture 
on  answering  his  companion  without  reserve  ? 
Phoebe  was  vain,  Phoebe  was  vindictive  ;  and 

VOL.  II.  L 
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more  promising  still,  Phoebe  was  a  lool.  But 
she  was  not  yet  capable  of  consenting  to  an 
act  of  the  vilest  infamy,  in  cold  blood.  Jervy 
looked  at  her — and  saw  that  the  foreseen 
necessity  for  lying  had  come  at  last. 

"  That's  just  the  difficulty,"  he  said ; 
"  that's  just  where  I  don't  see  my  way 
plainly  yet.     Can  you  advise  me  ?  " 

Phoebe  started,  and  drew  back  from  him. 
"  /  advise  you  !  "  she  exclaimed.  "  It 
frightens  me  to  think  of  it.  If  you  make 
her  believe  she  is  going  to  see  her  daughter, 
and  if  she  finds  out  that  you  have  robbed 
and  deceived  her,  I  can  tell  you  this — with 
her  furious  temper — you  would  drive  her 
mad." 

Jervy 's  reply  was  a  model  of  well-acted 
indignation.  "  Don't  talk  of  anything  so 
horrible,"  he  exclaimed.  "  If  you  believe  me 
capable  of  such  cruelty  as  that,  go  to  Mrs. 
Farnaby,  and  warn  her  at  once  !  " 

"  It's  too  bad  to  speak  to  me  in  that  way !  " 
Phoebe  rejoined,  with  the  frank  impetuosity 
of  an  offended  woman.     "  You  know  I  would 
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die,  rather  than  get  you  into  trouble.  Beg 
my  pardon  directly — or  I  won't  walk  another 
step  with  you  !  " 

Jervy  made  the  necessary  apologies,  with 
all  possible  humility.  He  had  gained  his 
end — he  could  now  postpone  any  further 
discussion  of  the  subject,  without  arousing- 
Phoebe's  distrust.  "  Let  us  say  no  more 
about  it,  for  the  present,"  he  suggested  ; 
''  we  will  think  it  over,  and  talk  of  pleasanter 
things  in  the  mean  time.  Kiss  me,  my  dear 
girl ;  there's  nobody  looking." 

So  he  made  peace  with  his  sweetheart,  and 
secured  to  himself,  at  the  same  time,  the  full 
liberty  of  future  action  of  which  he  stood  in 
need.  If  Phoebe  asked  any  more  questions, 
the  necessary  answer  was  obvious  to  the 
meanest  capacity.  He  had  merely  to  say, 
"  The  matter  is  beset  with  difficulties  which 
I  didn't  see  at  first — I  have  given  it  up." 

Their  nearest  way  back  to  Phoebe's  lodg- 
ings took  them  through  the  street  which  led 
to  the  Hampden  Institution.  Passing  along 
the  opposite  side  of  the  road,  they  saw  the 
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private  door  opened.  Two  men  stepped  out. 
A  third  man,  inside,  called  after  one  of  them, 
"  Mr.  Goldenheart !  you  have  left  the  state- 
ment of  receipts  in  the  waiting-room." 
"  Never  mind,"  Amelius  answered ;  "  the 
night's  receipts  are  so  small  that  I  would 
rather  not  be  reminded  of  them  again."  "  In 
my  country,"  a  third  voice  remarked,  "  if  he 
had  lectured  as  he  has  lectured  to-night,  I 
reckon  I'd  have  given  him  three  hundred 
dollars,  gold  (sixty  pounds,  English  cur- 
rency), and  have  made  my  own  profit  by 
the  transaction.  The  British  nation  has  lost 
its  taste,  sir,  for  intellectual  recreation.  I 
wish  you  good  evening." 

Jervy  hurried  Phoebe  out  of  the  way,  just 
as  the  two  gentlemen  were  crossing  the 
street.  He  had  not  forgotten  events  at 
Tadmor — and  he  was  by  no  means  eager 
to  renew  his  former  acquaintance  with 
Amelius. 
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CHAPTER   TI. 

RuFUS  and  his  young  friend  walked  together 
silently  as  far  as  a  large  square.  Here  they 
stopped,  having  reached  the  point  at  which 
it  was  necessary  to  take  different  directions 
on  their  way  home. 

"  I've  a  word  of  advice,  mv  son,  for  your 
private  ear,"  said  the  New  Englander. 
"  The  barometer  behind  your  waistcoat  points 
to  a  downhearted  state  of  the  moral  atmo- 
sphere. Come  along  to  home  with  me — you 
want  a  whisky  cocktail  badlv." 

**  No,  thank  you,  my  dear  fellow,"  Amelius 
answered  a  little  sadlv.  "  I  own  I'm  down- 
hearted,  as  you  say.  You  see,  I  expected 
this  lecture  to  be  a  new  opening  for  me. 
Personally,  as  you  know,  I   don't  care  two 
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straws  about  money.  But  my  marriage 
depends  on  my  adding  to  my  income  ;  and 
the  first  attempt  I've  made  to  do  it  has 
ended  in  a  total  failure.  I'm  all  abroad 
again,  when  I  look  to  the  future — and  I'm 
afraid  I'm  fool  enough  to  let  it  weigh  on  my 
spirits.  No,  the  cocktail  isn't  the  right 
remedy  for  me.  I  don't  get  the  exercise  and 
fresh  air,  here,  that  I  used  to  get  at  Tadmor. 
My  head  burns  after  all  that  talking  to-night. 
A  good  long  walk  will  put  me  right,  and 
nothing  else  will." 

Rufus  at  once  offered  to  accompany  him. 
Amelius  shook  his  head.  "  Did  vou  ever 
walk  a  mile  in  your  life,  when  you  could 
ride  ?  "  he  asked  good-humouredly.  "  I  mean 
to  be  on  my  legs  for  four  or  five  hours  ;  I 
should  only  have  to  send  you  home  in  a  cab. 
Thank  you,  old  fellow,  for  the  brotherly 
interest  you  take  in  me.  I'll  breakfast  with 
you  to-morrow,  at  your  hotel.     Good  night." 

Some  curious  prevision  of  evil  seemed  to 
trouble  the  mind  of  the  good  New  Englander. 
He  held  Amelius  fast  by  the  hand  :   he  said, 
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very  earnestly,  "  It  goes  against  the  grit  with 
me  to  see  you  wandering  off  by  yourself  at 
this  time  of  night — it  does,  I  tell  you !  Do 
me  a  favour  for  once,  my  bright  boy — go 
right  away  to  bed." 

"Amelius  laughed,  and  released  his  hand. 
''  I  shouldn't  sleep,  if  I  did  go  to  bed. 
Breakfast  to-morrow,  at  ten  o'clock.  Good- 
night, again  !  " 

He  started  on  his  walk,  at  a  pace  which  set 
pursuit  on  the  part  of  Rufus  at  defiance. 
The  American  stood  watching  him,  until  he 
was  lost  to  sight  in  the  darkness.  "  What  a 
grip  that  young  fellow  has  got  on  me,  in  no 
more  than  a  few  months !  "  Rufus  thouQ:ht,  as 
he  slowly  turned  away  in  the  direction  of 
his  hotel.  "  Lord  send  the  poor  boy  may 
keep  clear  of  mischief  this  night !  " 

Meanwhile,  Amelius  walked  on  swiftly, 
straight  before  him,  careless  in  what  direc- 
tion he  turned  his  steps,  so  long  as  he  felt  the 
cool  air  and  kept  moving. 

His  thoughts  were  not  at  first  occupied 
with  the  doubtful  question  of  his  marriage ; 
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the  lecture  was  still  the  uppermost  subject 
In  his  mind.  He  had  reserved  for  the  con- 
clusion of  his  address  the  justification  of  his 
view  of  the  future,  afforded  by  the  wide- 
spread and  frightful  poverty  among  the 
millions  of  the  population  of  London  alone. 
On  this  melancholy  theme  he  had  spoken 
with  the  eloquence  of  true  feeling,  and  had 
produced  a  strong  impression,  even  on  those 
members  of  the  audience  who  were  most 
resolutely  opposed  to  the  opinions  which  he 
advocated.  Without  any  undue  exercise  of 
self-esteem,  he  could  look  back  on  the  close 
of  his  lecture  with  the  conviction  that  he 
had  really  done  justice  to  himself  and  to  his 
cause.  The  retrospect  of  the  public  discus- 
sion that  had  followed  failed  to  give  him 
the  same  pleasure.  His  warm  temper,  his 
vehemently  sincere  belief  in  the  truth  of  his 
own  convictions,  placed  him  at  a  serious 
disadvantage  towards  the  more  self-restrained 
speakers  (all  older  than  himself)  who  rose, 
one  after  another,  to  combat  his  views. 
More  than  once  he  had  lost  his  temper,  and 
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had  been  obliged  to  make  his  apologies. 
More  than  once  he  had  been  indebted  to  the 
ready  help  of  Rufus^  who  had  taken  part  in 
the  battle  of  words,  with  the  generous 
purpose  of  covering  his  retreat.  "  Xo  !  "  he 
thou^'ht  to  himself,  with  bitter  humility, 
'''  I'm  not  fit  for  public  discussions.  If  they 
put  me  into  Parliament  to-morrow,  I  should 
only  get  called  to  order  and  do  nothing." 

He  reached  the  bank  of  the  Thames,  at  the 
eastward  end  of  the  Strand. 

Walkino;  straiMit  on,  as  absently  as  ever, 
he  crossed  Waterloo  Bridge,  and  followed  the 
broad  street  that  lay  before  him  on  the  other 
side.  He  was  thinkino;  of  the  future  ao^ain  : 
Regina  was  in  his  mind  now.  The  one 
prospect  that  he  could  see  of  a  tranquil  and 
happy  life — with  duties  as  well  as  pleasures  ; 
duties  that  might  rouse  him  to  find  the  voca- 
tion for  which  he  was  fit — was  the  prospect 
of  his  marriage.  What  was  the  obstacle  that 
stood  in  his  way  ?  The  vile  obstacle  of 
money  ;  the  contemptible  spirit  of  ostentation 
which    forbade  him    to    live    humbly   on  his 
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own  sufficient  little  income,  and  insisted  tliat 
he  should  purchase  domestic  happiness  at 
the  price  of  the  tawdry  splendour  of  a  rich 
tradesman  and  his  friends.  And  Regina, 
who  was  free  to  follow  her  own  better 
impulses  —  Regina,  whose  heart  acknow- 
ledged him  as  its  master — bowed  before  the 
golden  image  which  was  the  tutelary  deity 
of  her  uncle's  household,  and  said  resignedly, 
Love  must  wait ! 

Still  walking  blindly  on,  he  was  roused  on 
a  sudden  to  a  sense  of  passing  events. 
Crossing  a  side-street  at  the  moment,  a  man 
caught  him  roughly  by  the  arm,  and  saved 
him  from  beins;  run  over.  The  man  had  a 
broom  in  his  hand ;  he  was  a  crossing- 
sweeper.  "  I  think  I've  earned  my  penny, 
sir  !  "  he  said. 

Amelius  gave  him  half-a-crown.  The  man 
shouldered  his  broom,  and  tossed  up  the 
money,  in  a  transport  of  delight.  "  Here's 
something  to  go  home  with !  "  he  cried,  as 
he  caught  the  half-crown  again. 

"  Have  you  got  a  family  at  home  ? " 
Amelius  asked. 
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^'  Only  one,  sir,"  said  the  man.  "  The 
others  are  all  dead.  She's  as  good  a  girl 
and  as  pretty  a  girl  as  ever  put  on  a  petticoat 
— though  I  say  it  that  shouldn't.  Thank 
you  kindly,  sir.     Good  night !  " 

Amelius  looked  after  the  poor  fellow, 
happy  at  least  for  that  night !  ^'  If  I  had 
only  been  lucky  enough  to  fall  in  love  with 
the  crossing-sweeper's  daughter,"  he  thought 
bitterly,  "  she  would  have  married  me  w^hen 
I  asked  her." 

He  looked  along  the  street.  It  curved 
away  in  the  distance,  with  no  visible  limit 
to  it.  Arrived  at  the  next  side-street  on  his 
left,  Amelius  turned  down  it,  weary  of 
walkino;  lono-er  in  the  same  direction. 
Whither  it  might  lead  him  he  neither  knew 
nor  cared.  In  his  present  humour  it  was  a 
pleasurable  sensation  to  feel  himself  lost  in 
London. 

The  short  street  suddenly  widened  ;  a  blaze 
of  flaring  gaslight  dazzled  his  eyes  ;  he  heard 
all  round  him  the  shouting  of  innumerable 
voices.     For  the  first  time  since  he  had  been 
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in  London,  he  found  himself  in   one  of  the 
street-markets  of  the  poor. 

On  either  side  of  the  road,  the  barrows 
of  the  costermongers — the  wandering  trades- 
men of  the  highway — were  drawn  up  in 
rows  ;  and  every  man  was  advertising  his 
wares,  by  means  of  the  cheap  publicity  of 
his  own  voice.  Fish  and  vegetables  ;  pottery 
and  writing-paper ;  looking-glasses,  sauce- 
pans, and  coloured  prints — all  appealed 
together  to  the  scantily  filled  purses  of  the 
crowds  who  thronged  the  pavement.  One 
lusty  vagabond  stood  up  in  a  rickety 
donkey-cart,  knee-deep  in  apples,  selling  a 
great  wooden  measure  full  for  a  penny,  and 
yelling  louder  than  all  the  rest.  '^  Never 
was  such  apples  sold  in  the  public  streets 
before  !  Sweet  as  flowers,  and  sound  as  a 
bell.  Who  says  the  poor  ain't  looked  after," 
cried  the  fellow,  with  ferocious  irony,  "  when 
they  can  have  such  apple-sauce  as  this  to 
their  loin  of  pork  ?  Here's  nobby  apples ; 
here's  a  penn'orth  for  your  money.  Sold 
again !       Hullo,    you !      you     look    hungry. 
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Catch !  There's  an  apple  for  nothing,  just 
to  taste.  Be  in  time,  be  in  time  before 
they're  all  sold !  "  Amelius  moved  forward 
a  few  steps,  and  was  half  deafened  by  rival 
butchers,  shouting,  "  Buy,  buy,  buy ! "  to 
audiences  of  ragged  women,  who  fingered 
the  meat  doubtfully,  with  longing  eyes.  A 
little  farther — and  there  was  a  blind  man 
selling  staylaces,  and  singing  a  Psalm  ;  and, 
beyond  him  again,  a  broken-down  soldier 
playing  "  Grod  save  the  Queen "  on  a  tin 
flageolet.  The  one  silent  person  in  this 
sordid  carnival  was  a  Lascar  beo^Drar,  with 
a  printed  placard  round  his  neck,  addressed 
to  "The  Charitable  Public."  He  held  a 
tallow  candle  to  illuminate  the  copious  nar- 
rative of  his  misfortunes  ;  and  the  one 
reader  he  obtained  was  a  fat  man,  who 
scratched  his  head,  and  remarked  to  Amelius 
that  he  didn't  like  foreigners.  Starving  boys 
and  girls  lurked  among  the  costermongers' 
barrows,  and  begged  piteously  on  pretence 
of  selling  cigar-lights  and  comic  songs. 
Furious  women  stood  at  the  doors  of  public- 
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houses,  and  railed  on  their  drunken  husbands 
for  spending  the  house-money  in  gin.  A 
thicker  crowd,  towards  the  middle  of  the 
street,  poured  in  and  out  at  the  door  of  a 
cookshop.  Here  the  people  presented  a  less 
terrible  spectacle — they  were  even  touching 
to  see.  These  were  the  patient  poor,  who 
bought  hot  morsels  of  sheep's  heart  and  liver 
at  a  penny  an  ounce,  with  lamentable  little 
mouthfuls  of  peas-pudding,  greens,  and 
potatoes  at  a  halfpenny  each.  Pale  children 
in  corners  supped  on  penny  basins  of  soup, 
and  looked  with  hungry  admiration  at  their 
enviable  neighbours  who  could  afford  to  buy 
stewed  eels  for  twopence.  Everywhere  there 
was  the  same  noble  resignation  to  their  hard 
fate,  in  old  and  young  alike.  No  impatience, 
no  complaints.  In  this  wretched  place,  the 
language  of  true  gratitude  was  still  to  be 
heard,  thanking  the  good-natured  cook  for 
a  little  spoonful  of  gravy  thrown  in  for 
nothing — and  here,  humble  mercy  that  had 
its  one  superfluous  halfpenny  to  spare  gave 
that  halfpenny  to  utter  destitution,  and  gave 
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it  with  right  good- will.  Amelius  spent  all 
his  shillings  and  sixpences,  in  doubling  and 
trebling  the  poor  little  pennyworths  of  food — 
and  left  the  place  with  tears  in  his  eyes. 

He  was  near  the  end  of  the  street  by  this 
time.  The  sight  of  the  misery  about  him, 
and  the  sense  of  his  own  ntter  inability  to 
remedy  it,  weighed  heavily  on  his  spirits. 
He  thought  of  the  peaceful  and  prosperous 
life  at  Tadmor.  Were  his  happy  brethren  of 
the  Community  and  these  miserable  people 
about  him  creatures  of  the  same  all-merciful 
God  ?  The  terrible  doubts  which  come  to  all 
thinking  men — the  doubts  which  are  not  to 
be  stifled  by  crying  "  Oh,  fie  !  "  in  a  pulpit  — 
rose  darkly  in  his  mind.  He  quickened  his 
pace.  "  Let  me  get  out  of  it,"  he  said  to 
himself ;   ''  let  me  get  out  of  it !  " 


BOOK    THE    SIXTH, 
FILIA   DOLOROSA. 


VOL.  IT. 


TEE  FALLEN  LEAVES.  163 


CHAPTER   I. 

Amelius  found  it  no  easy  matter  to  pass 
quickly  through  the  people  loitering  and 
gossiping  about  him.  There  was  greater 
freedom  for  a  rapid  walker  in  the  road.  He 
was  on  the  point  of  stepping  off  the  pave- 
ment, when  a  voice  behind  him — a  sweet  soft 
voice,  though  it  spoke  very  faintly — said, 
^'  Are  you  good-natured,  sir  ?  " 

He  turned,  and  found  himself  face  to  face 
with  one  of  the  saddest  sisterhood  on  earth — 
the  sisterhood  of  the  streets. 

His  heart  ached  as  he  looked  at  her,  she 
was  so  poor  and  so  young.  The  lost  creature 
had,  to  all  appearance,  barely  passed  the 
boundary  between  childhood  and  girlhood — 
she    could   hardly    be    more  than   fifteen    or 
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sixteen  years  old.  Her  eyes,  of  the  purest 
and  loveliest  blue,  rested  on  Amelius  with  a 
vacantly  patient  look,  like  the  eyes  of  a 
suffering  child.  The  soft  oval  outline  of  her 
face  would  have  been  perfect  if  the  cheeks 
had  been  filled  out ;  thev  were  wasted  and 
hollow,  and  sadly  pale.  Her  delicate  lips 
had  none  of  the  rosy  colour  of  youth  ;  and 
her  finely  modelled  chin  was  disfigured 
by  a  piece  of  plaster  covering  some  injury. 
She  was  little  and  thin ;  her  worn  and 
scanty  clothing  showed  her  frail  youthful 
figure  still  waiting  for  its  perfection  of 
growth.  Her  pretty  little  bare  hands  were 
reddened  by  the  raw  night  air.  She  trembled 
as  Amelius  looked  at  her  in  silence,  with 
compassionate  wonder.  But  for  the  words 
in  which  she  had  accosted  him,  it  would 
have  been  impossible  to  associate  her  with 
the  lamentable  life  that  she  led.  The  appear- 
ance of  the  girl  was  artlessly  virginal  and 
innocent ;  she  looked  as  if  she  had  j)assed 
through  the  contamination  of  the  streets 
without  being  touched  by  it,  without  fearing 
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it,  or  feeling  it,  or  understanding  it.  Robed 
in  pure  white,  with  her  gentle  blue  eyes 
raised  to  heaven,  a  painter  might  have  shown 
her  on  his  canvas  as  a  saint  or  an  angel ; 
and  the  critical  world  would  have  said.  Here 
is  the  true  ideal — Raphael  himself  might 
have  painted  this ! 

"  You  look  very  pale,"  said  Amelius.  "  Are 
you  ill  ?  " 

''  No,  sir — only  hungry." 

Her  eyes  half  closed  ;  she  reeled  from  sheer 
weakness  as  she  said  the  words.  Amelius 
held  her  up,  and  looked  round  him.  They 
were  close  to  a  stall  at  which  coffee  and  slices 
of  bread-and-butter  were  sold.  He  ordered 
some  coffee  to  be  poured  out,  and  offered  her 
the  food.  She  thanked  him  and  tried  to 
eat.  "  I  can't  help  it,  sir,"  she  said  faintly. 
The  bread  dropped  from  her  hand ;  her 
weary  head  sank  on  his  shoulder. 

Two  young  women — older  members  of 
the  sad  sisterhood — were  passing  at  the 
moment.  "  She's  too  far  gone,  sir,  to  eat," 
said  one  of  them.     "  I  know  what  would  do 
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her  good,  if  you   don't   mind   going  into  a 
public-house." 

"  Where  is  it  ? "  said  AmeHus.  "  Be 
quick !  " 

One  of  the  women  led  the  way.  The  other 
helped  Amelius  to  support  the  girl.  They 
entered  the  crowded  public-house.  In  less 
than  a  minute,  the  first  woman  had  forced 
her  way  through  the  drunken  customers  at 
the  bar,  and  had  returned  with  a  glass  of 
port-wine  and  cloves.  The  girl  revived  as 
the  stimulant  passed  her  lips.  She  opened 
her  innocent  blue  eyes  again,  in  vague 
surprise.  "  I  shan't  die  this  time,"  she  said 
quietly. 

A  corner  of  the  place  was  not  occupied  ;  a 
small  empty  cask  stood  there.  Amelius  made 
the  poor  creature  sit  down  and  rest  a  little. 
He  had  only  gold  in  his  purse ;  and,  when 
the  woman  had  paid  for  the  wine,  he  offered 
her  some  of  the  change.  She  declined  to 
take  it.  "  I've  got  a  shilling  or  two,  sir," 
she  said ;  "  and  I  can  take  care  of  myself. 
Give  it  to  Simple  Sally." 
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"  You'll  save  her  a  beating,  sir,  for  one 
night  at  least,"  said  the  other  woman.  "  We 
call  her  Simple  Sally,  because  she's  a  little 
soft,  poor  soul — hasn't  grown  up,  you  know, 
in  her  mind,  since  she  was  a  child.  Give 
her  some  of  your  change,  sir,  and  you'll  be 
doing  a  kind  thing." 

All  that  is  most  unselfish,  all  that  is  most 
divinely  compassionate  and  self-sacrificing  in 
a  woman's  nature,  was  as  beautiful  and  as 
undefiled  as  ever  in  these  women — the  out- 
casts of  the  hard  highway  ! 

Amelius  turned  to  the  girl.  Her  head  had 
sunk  on  her  bosom ;  she  was  half  asleep. 
She  looked  up  as  he  approached  her. 

"  Would  you  have  been  beaten  to-night," 
he  asked,  "  if  you  had  not  met  with  me  ?  " 

"  Father  always  beats  me,  sir,"  said  Simple 
Sally,  '*  if  I  don't  bring  money  home.  He 
threw  a  knife  at  me  last  night.  It  didn't 
hurt  much — it  only  cut  me  here,"  said  the 
girl,  pointing  to  the  plaster  on  her  chin. 

One  of  the  women  touched  Amelius  on  the 
shoulder,  and  whispered  to  him.     "  He's  no 
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more  her  father,  sir,  than  I  am.  She's  a 
helpless  creature — and  he  takes  advantage  of 
her.  If  I  only  had  a  place  to  take  her  to, 
he  should  never  set  eyes  on  her  again.  Show 
the  gentleman  your  bosom,  Sally." 

She  opened  her  poor  threadbare  little 
shawl.  Over  the  lovely  girlish  breast,  still 
only  growing  to  the  rounded  beauty  of 
womanhood,  there  was  a  hideous  blue-black 
bruise.  Simple  Sally  smiled,  and  said,  "  That 
did  hurt  me,  sir.     I'd  rather  have  the  knife." 

Some  of  the  nearest  drinkers  at  the  bar 
looked  round  and  laughed.  Amelius  tenderly 
drew  the  shawl  over  the  girl's  cold  bosom. 
'*  For  Grod's  sake,  let  us  get  away  from  this 
place  !  "  he  said. 

The  influence  of  the  cool  night  air  com- 
pleted Simple  Sally's  recovery.  She  was  able 
to  eat  now.  Amelius  proposed  retracing  his 
steps  to  the  provision-shop,  and  giving  her 
the  best  food  that  the  place  afforded.  She 
preferred  the  bread-and-butter  at  the  coffee- 
stall.  Those  thick  slices,  piled  up  on  the  plate, 
tempted   her   as   a   luxury.     On   trying   the 
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luxury,  one  slice  satisfied  lier.  "  I  thoiiglit  I 
was  hungry  enough  to  eat  the  whole  plate- 
ful," said  the  girl,  turning  away  from  the 
stall,  in  the  vacantly  submissive  manner 
which  it  saddened  Amelius  to  see.  He 
bouD^ht  more  of  the  bread-and-butter,  on  the 
chance  that  her  appetite  might  revive. 
"While  he  was  wrapping  it  in  a  morsel  of 
paper,  one  of  her  elder  companions  touched 
him  and  whispered,  "  There  he  is,  sir ! " 
Amelius  looked  at  her.  ''  The  brute  who 
calls  himself  her  father,"  the  woman  explained 
impatiently. 

Amelius  turned,  and  saw  Simple  Sally 
with  her  arm  in  the  grasp  of  a  half-drunken 
ruffian ;  one  of  the  swarming  wild  beasts  of 
Low  London,  dirtied  down  from  head  to  foot 
to  the  colour  of  the  street  mud — the  living- 
danger  and  disgrace  of  English  civilization. 
As  Amelius  eyed  him,  he  drew  the  girl  away 
a  step  or  two.  ''  You've  got  a  gentleman  this 
time,"  he  said  to  her ;  "  I  shall  expect  gold 

to-night,    or   else ! "      He    finished    the 

sentence  by  lifting   his    monstrous   fist,  and 
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shaking  it  in  her  face.  Cautiously  as  he  had 
lowered  his  tones  in  speaking,  the  words  had 
reached  the  keenly  sensitive  ears  of  Amelius. 
Urged  by  his  hot  temper,  he  sprang  forward. 
In  another  moment,  he  would  have  knocked 
the  brute  down — but  for  the  timely  inter- 
ference of  the  arm  of  the  law,  clad  in  a 
policeman's  great-coat.  "  Don't  get  yourself 
into  trouble,  sir,"  said  the  man  good- 
humouredly.  "  Now,  you  Hell-fire  (that's 
the  nice  name  they  know  him  by,  sir,  in 
these  parts),  be  off  with  you  ! "  The  wild 
beast  on  two  legs  cowered  at  the  voice  of 
authority,  like  the  wild  beast  on  four :  he 
was  lost  to  sight,  at  the  dark  end  of  the 
street,  in  a  moment. 

'*  I  saw  him  threaten  her  with  his  fist,"  said 
Amelius,  his  eyes  still  aflame  with  indigna- 
tion. ''  He  has  bruised  her  frightfully  on  the 
breast.  Is  there  no  protection  for  the  poor 
creature  ?  " 

"  Well,  sir,"  the  policeman  answered,  "  you 
can  summon  him  if  you  like.  I  dare  say  he'd 
get  a  month's  hard  labour.     But,  don't  you 
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see,  it  would  be  all  the  worse  for  her  when 
he  came  out  of  prison." 

The  policeman's  view  of  the  girl's  position 
was  beyond  dispute.  Amelius  turned  to  her 
gently  ;  she  was  shivering  with  cold  or  terror, 
perhaps  with  both.  ''  Tell  me,"  he  said,  "  is 
that  man  really  your  father  ?  " 

"  Lord  bless  you,  sir ! "  interposed  the 
policeman,  astonished  at  the  gentleman's 
simplicity,  "  Simple  Sally  hasn't  got  father 
or  mother — have  you,  my  girl  ?  " 

She  paid  no  heed  to  the  policeman.  The 
sorrow  and  sympathy,  plainly  visible  in 
Amelius,  filled  her  with  a  childish  interest 
and  surprise.  She  dimly  understood  that  it 
was  sorrow  and  sympathy  for  Iter.  The  bare 
idea  of  distressing  this  new  friend,  so  un- 
imaginably kind  and  considerate,  seemed  to 
frighten  her.  "  Don't  fret  about  me,  sir,"  she 
said  timidly ;  '^  I  don't  mind  having  no  father 
nor  mother;  I  don't  mind  being  beaten." 
She  appealed  to  the  nearest  of  her  two 
women-friends.  "  We  get  used  to  every- 
thing, don't  we,  Jenny  ?  " 
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Amelius  could  bear  no  more.  "  It's  enough 
to  break  one's  heart  to  hear  you,  and  see 
you  !  "  he  burst  out — and  suddenly  turned 
his  head  aside.  His  generous  nature  was 
touched  to  the  quick  ;  he  could  only  control 
himself  by  an  effort  of  resolution  that  shook 
him,  body  and  soul.  "  I  can't  and  won't  let 
that  unfortunate  creature  go  back  to  be 
beaten  and  starved  !  "  he  said,  passionately 
addressing  himself  to  the  policeman.  "  Oh, 
look  at  her  !    How  helpless,  and  how  young  !  " 

The  policeman  stared.  These  were  strange 
words  to  him.  But  all  true  emotion  carries 
with  it,  among  all  true  people,  its  own  title 
to  respect.  He  spoke  to  Amelius  with  marked 
respect. 

"  It's  a  hard  case,  sir,  no  doubt,"  he  said. 
^'  The  girl's  a  quiet,  well-disposed  creature — 
and  the  other  two  there  are  the  same. 
They're  of  the  sort  that  keep  to  themselves, 
and  don't  drink.  They  all  of  them  do  well 
enough,  as  long  as  they  don't  let  the  liquor 
overcome  them.  Half  the  time  it's  the  men's 
fault  when  they  do  drink.    Perhaps  the  work- 
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house  might  take  her  in  for  the  night. 
What's  this  you've  got,  my  girl,  in  your 
hand  ?     Money  ?  " 

AmeHus  hastened  to  say  that  he  had  given 
her  the  money.  '^  The  workhouse !  "  he 
repeated.    "  The  very  sound  of  it  is  horrible." 

"  Make  your  mind  easy,  sir,"  said  the 
policeman ;  "  they  won't  take  her  in  at  the 
workhouse,  with  money  in  her  hand." 

In  sheer  despair,  Amelius  asked  helplessly 
if  there  was  no  hotel  near.  The  policeman 
pointed  to  Simple  Sally's  threadbare  and 
scanty  clothes,  and  left  them  to  answer  the 
question  for  themselves.  "  There's  a  place 
they  call  a  coffee-house,"  he  said,  with  the  air 
of  a  man  who  thought  he  had  better  provoke 
as  little  further  inquiry  on  that  subject  as 
possible. 

Too  completetly  pre-occupied,  or  too  inno- 
cent in  the  ways  of  London,  to  understand 
the  man,  Amelius  decided  on  trying  the 
coffee-house.  A  suspicious  old  woman  met 
them  at  the  door,  and  spied  the  policeman  in 
the  background.      Without  waiting  for  any 
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inquiries,  she  said,  "  All  full  for  to-night," — 
and  shut  the  door  in  their  faces. 

"  Is  there  no  other  place  ?  "  said  Amelius. 

^'  There's  a  lodging-house,"  the  policeman 
answered,  more  doubtfully  than  ever.  "  It's 
getting  late,  sir ;  and  I'm  afraid  you'll  find 
'em  packed  like  herrings  in  a  barrel.  Come, 
and  see  for  yourself." 

He  led  the  way  into  a  wretchedly  lighted 
by-street,  and  knocked  with  his  foot  on  a 
trap-door  in  the  pavement.  The  door  was 
pushed  open  from  below,  by  a  sturdy  boy 
with  a  dirty  night-cap  on  his  head. 

"  Any  of  'em  wanted  to-night,  sir  ?  "  asked 
the  sturdy  boy,  the  moment  he  saw  the 
policeman. 

"  What  does  he  mean  ?  "  said  Amelius. 

"  There's  a  sprinkling  of  thieves  among 
them,  sir,"  the  policeman  explained.  ''  Stand 
out  of  the  way,  Jacob,  and  let  the  gentleman 
look  in." 

He  produced  his  lantern,  and  directed  the 
light  downwards,  as  he  spoke.  Amelius  looked 
in.    The  policeman's  figure  of  speech,  likening 


THE  FALLEN  LEAVES.  175 

the  lodgers  to  "  herrings  in  a  barrel,"  accu- 
rately described  the  scene.  On  the  floor  of  a 
kitchen,  men,  women,  and  children  lay  all 
huddled  together  in  closely  packed  rows. 
Ghastly  faces  rose  terrified  out  of  the  seething 
obscurity,  when  the  light  of  the  lantern  fell 
on  them.  The  stench  droye  Amelius  back, 
sickened  and  shuddering. 

"  How's  the  sore  place  on  your  head, 
Jacob  ?  "  the  policeman  inquired.  "  This  is  a 
ciyil  boy,"  he  explained  to  Amelius,  "  and  I 
like  to  encourage  him." 

"  I'm  getting  better,  sir,  as  fast  as  I  can," 
said  the  boy. 

"  Grood  night,  Jacob." 

"  Good  night,  sir."  The  trap-dcor  fell — 
and  the  lodging-house  disappeared  like  the 
yision  of  a  frio^htful  dream. 

There  was  a  moment  of  silence  among  the 
little  group  on  the  payement.  It  was  not 
easy  to  solye  the  question  of  what  to  do  next. 
"  There  seems  to  be  some  difficulty,"  the 
policeman  remarked,  ^'  about  housing  this 
girl  for  the  night." 
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"Why  shouldn't  we  take  her  along  with 
lis  ?  "  one  of  the  women  suggested.  "  She 
won't  mind  sleeping  three  in  a  bed,  I  know." 

"  What  are  you  thinking  of  ?  "  the  other 
woman  remonstrated.  "  When  he  finds  she 
don't  come  home,  our  place  will  be  the  first 
place  he  looks  for  her  in." 

Amelius  settled  the  difficulty,  in  his  own 
headlong  way.  "  I'll  take  care  of  her  for  the 
night,"  he  said.  "  Sally,  will  you  trust  your- 
self with  me  ?  " 

She  put  her  hand  in  his,  with  the  air  of  a 
child  who  was  ready  to  go  home.  Her  wan 
face  brightened  for  the  first  time.  "  Thank 
you,  sir,"  she  said  ;  "  I'll  go  anywhere  along 
with  you." 

The  policeman  smiled.  The  two  women 
looked  thunderstruck.  Before  they  had  re- 
covered themselves,  Amelius  forced  them  to 
take  some  money  from  him,  and  cordially 
shook  hands  with  them.  "  You're  good 
creatures,"  he  said,  in  his  eager,  hearty  way ; 
"  I'm  sincerely  sorry  for  you.  Now,  Mr. 
Policeman,  show  me  where  to  find  a   cab — 
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and  take  that  for  the  trouble  I  am  giving  you. 
You're  a  humane  man,  and  a  credit  to  the 
force/' 

In  five  minutes  more,  Amelius  was  on  the 
way  to  his  lodgings,  with  Simple  Sally  by 
his  side.  The  act  of  reckless  imprudence 
which  he  was  committing  was  nothing  but  an 
act  of  Christian  duty,  to  his  mind.  Not  the 
slightest  misgiving  troubled  him.  "  I  shall 
provide  for  her  in  some  way !  "  he  thought 
to  himself  cheerfully.  He  looked  at  her. 
The  weary  outcast  was  asleep  already  in  her 
corner  of  the  cab.  From  time  to  time  she 
still  shivered,  even  in  her  sleep.  Amelius 
took  off  his  great-coat,  and  covered  her  with 
it.  How  some  of  his  friends  at  the  club 
would  have  lauo;hed,  if  thev  had  seen  him  at 
that  moment ! 

He  was  obliged  to  wake  her  when  the  cab 
stopped.  His  key  admitted  them  to  the  house. 
He  lit  his  candle  in  the  hall,  and  led  her  up 
the  stairs.  "  You'll  soon  be  asleep  again, 
Sally,"  he  whispered. 

She  looked  round   the   little   sittino'-room 

VOL.  II.  X 
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with  drowsy  admiration.  '^  What  a  pretty 
place  to  live  in  !  "  she  said. 

"  Are  yoTi  hungry  again  ? "  Amelins 
asked. 

She  shook  her  head,  and  took  off  her  shabby 
bonnet ;  her  pretty  light-brown  hair  fell  about 
her  face  and  her  shoulders.  "  I  think  I'm  too 
tired,  sir,  to  be  hungry.  Might  I  take  the 
sofa-pillow,  and  lay  down  on  the  hearth- 
rug  t 

Amelius  opened  the  door  of  his  bedroom. 
''  You  are  to  pass  the  night  more  comfortably 
than  that,"  he  answered.  "  There  is  a  bed 
for  you  here." 

She  followed  him  in,  and  looked  round  the 
bedroom,  with  renewed  admiration  of  every- 
thing that  she  saw.  At  the  sight  of  the  hair- 
brushes and  the  comb,  she  clapped  her  hands 
in  ecstasy.  "  Oh,  how  different  from  mine  !  " 
she  exclaimed.  "  Is  the  comb  tortoise-shell, 
sir,  like  one  sees  in  the  shop-windows  ? " 
The  bath  and  the  towels  attracted  her  next ; 
she  stood,  looking  at  them  with  longing  eyes, 
completely  forgetful  of  the  wonderful  comb. 
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"I've  often  peeped  into  the  ironmongers' 
shops,"  she  said,  ''and  thought  I  should  be 
the  happiest  girl  in  the  world,  if  I  had  such  a 
bath  as  that.  A  little  pitcher  is  all  I  have 
got  of  my  own,  and  they  swear  at  me  when 
I  want  it  filled  more  than  once.  In  all  my 
life,  I  have  never  had  as  much  water  as  I 
should  like."  She  paused,  and  thought  for  a 
moment.  The  forlorn,  vacant  look  appeared 
again,  and  dimmed  the  beauty  of  her  blue 
eyes.  "  It  will  be  hard  to  go  back,  after 
seeing  all  these  pretty  things,"  she  said  to 
herself — and  sighed,  with  that  inborn  sub- 
mission to  her  fate  so  melancholy  to  see  in  a 
creature  so  young. 

"  You  shall  never  go  back  again  to  that 
dreadful  life,"  Amelius  interposed.  "  Never 
speak  of  it,  never  think  of  it  any  more.  Oh, 
don't  look  at  me  like  that !  " 

She  was  listening  with  an  expression  of 
pain,  and  with  both  her  hands  lifted  to  her 
head.  There  was  something  so  wonderful  in 
the  idea  which  he  had  suggested  to  her,  that 
her  mind  was  not  able  to  take  it  all  in  at 
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once.  "  YoTi  make  my  head  giddy,"  she  said. 
"  I'm  such  a  poor  stupid  girl — I  feel  out  of 
myself,  like,  when  a  gentleman  like  you  sets 
me  thinking  of  new  things.  Would  you 
mind  saying  it  again,  sir  ?  " 

"  I'll  say  it  to-morrow  morning,"  Amelius 
rejoined  kindly.  "  You  are  tired,  Sally — go 
to  rest." 

She  roused  herself,  and  looked  at  the  bed. 
"  Is  that  your  bed,  sir  ?  " 

"  It's  your  bed  to-night,"  said  Amelius.  "  I 
shall  sleep  on  the  sofa,  in  the  next  room." 

Her  eyes  rested  on  him,  for  a  moment,  in 
speechless  surprise  ;  she  looked  back  again  at 
the  bed.  "Are  you  going  to  leave  me  by 
myself?"  she  asked  wonderingly.  Not  the 
faintest  suggestion  of  immodesty — nothing 
that  the  most  profligate  man  living  could 
have  interpreted  impurely — showed  itself  in 
her  look  or  manner,  as  she  said  those 
words. 

Amelius  thought  of  what  one  of  her 
women-friends  had  told  him.  "  She  hasn't 
grown  up,  you  know,  in  her  mind,  since  she 
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was  a  child."  There  were  other  senses  in  the 
poor  victim  that  were  still  imdeveloped, 
besides  the  mental  sense.  He  was  at  a  loss 
how  to  answer  her,  with  the  respect  which 
was  due  to  that  all-atoning  ignorance.  His 
silence  amazed  and  frightened  her. 

'*  Have  I  said  anything  to  make  you  angry 
with  me  ?  "  she  asked. 

Amelius  hesitated  no  longer.  '^  My  poor 
girl,"  he  said,  "  I  pity  you  from  the  bottom 
of  my  heart !  Sleep  well.  Simple  Sally — 
sleep  well."  He  left  her  hurriedly,  and  shut 
the  door  between  them. 

She  followed  him  as  far  as  the  closed  door ; 
and  stood  there  alone,  trying  to  understand 
him,  and  trying  all  in  vain  !  After  a  while, 
she  found  courage  enough  to  whisper  through 

the  door.      ''  If  you   please,    sir "      She 

stopped,  startled  by  her  own  boldness.  He 
never  heard  her  ;  he  was  standing  at  the 
window,  looking  out  thoughtfully  at  the 
night ;  feeling  less  confident  of  the  future 
already.  She  still  stood  at  the  door,  wretched 
in  the  firm  persuasion  that  she  had  offended 
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liim.  Once  she  lifted  her  hand  to  knock  at 
the  door,  and  let  it  drop  again  at  her  side. 
A  second  time  she  made  the  effort,  and  des- 
perately summoned  the  resolution  to  knock. 
He  opened  the  door  directly. 

"  I'm  very  sorry  if  I  said  anything  wrong," 
she  began  faintly,  her  breath  coming  and  going 
in  quick  hysteric  gasps.  "  Please  forgive  me, 
and  wish  me  good  night."  Amelius  took  her 
hand  ;  he  said  good  night  with  the  utmost 
gentleness,  but  he  said  it  sorrowfully.  She 
was  not  quite  comforted  yet.     "  Would  you 

mind,   sir ?  "     She    paused    awkwardly, 

afraid  to  go  on.  There  was  something  so 
completely  childlike  in  the  artless  perplexity 
of  her  eyes,  that  Amelius  smiled.  The  change 
in  his  expression  gave  her  back  her  courage 
in  an  instant ;  her  pale  delicate  lips  reflected 
his  smile  prettily.  "  Would  you  mind  giving 
me  a  kiss,  sir  ?  "  she  said. 

Amelius  kissed  her.  Let  the  man  who  can 
honestly  say  he  would  have  done  otherwise, 
blame  him.  He  shut  the  door  between  them 
once  more.     She  was  quite  happy  now.     He 


TEE  FALLEN  LEAVES,  183 

heard  her  singing  to  herself  as  she  got  ready 
for  bed. 

Once,  in  the  wakeful  watches  of  the  night, 
she  startled  him.  He  heard  a  cry  of  pain  or 
terror  in  the  bedroom.  "What  is  it?"  he 
asked  through  the  door  ;  '^  what  has  frightened 
you  ? "  There  was  no  answer.  After  a 
minute  or  two,  the  cry  was  repeated.  He 
opened  the  door,  and  looked  in.  She  was 
sleeping,  and  dreaming  as  she  slept.  One 
little  thin  white  arm  was  lifted  in  the  air,  and 
waved  restlessly  to  and  fro  over  her  head. 
"  Don't  kill  me !  "  she  murmured,  in  low 
moaning  tones — "oh,  don't  kill  me! "  Amelius 
took  her  arm  gently,  and  laid  it  back  on  the 
coverlet  of  the  bed.  His  touch  seemed  to 
exercise  some  calming  influence  over  her  :  she 
sighed,  and  turned  her  head  on  the  pillow  ;  a 
faint  flush  rose  on  her  wasted  cheeks,  and 
passed  away  again — she  sank  quietly  into 
dreamless  sleep. 

Amelius  returned  to  his  sofa,  and  fell  into 
a  broken  slumber.  The  hours  of  the  night 
passed.      The   sad   light    of    the   November 
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morning  dawned  mistily  througli  the  uncur- 
tained window,  and  woke  him. 

He  started  up,  and  looked  at  the  bedroom 
door.  "  Now  what  is  to  be  done  ?  "  That 
was  his  first  thought,  on  waking  :  he  was 
beginning  to  feel  his  responsibilities  at  last. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

The  landlady  of  the  lodgings  decided  what 
was  to  be  done. 

"  You  will  be  so  good,  sir,  as  to  leave  my 
ajDartments  immediately,"  she  said  to  Amelius. 
"  I  make  no  claim  to  the  week's  rent,  in  con- 
sideration of  the  short  notice.  This  is  a 
respectable  house,  and  it  shall  be  kept  respect- 
able at  any  sacrifice." 

Amelius  explained  and  protested  ;  he  ap- 
pealed to  the  landlady's  sense  of  justice  and 
sense  of  duty,  as  a  Christian  woman. 

The  reasoning  which  would  have  been 
irresistible  at  Tadmor  was  reasoning  com- 
pletely thrown  away  in  London.  The  land- 
lady remained  as  impenetrable  as  the  Egyptian 
Sphinx.     "  If  that  creature  in  the  bedroom  is 
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not  out  of  my  house  in  an  hour's  time,  I  shall 
send  for  the  police."  Having  answered  her 
lodger's  arguments  in  those  terms,  she  left 
the  room,  and  banged  the  door  after  her. 

"  Thank  you,  sir,  for  being  so  kind  to  me. 
I'll  go  away  directly — and  then,  perhaps,  the 
lady  will  forgive  you." 

Amelius  looked  round.  Simple  Sally  had 
heard  it  all.  She  was  dressed  in  her  wretched 
clothes,  and  was  standing  at  the  open  bed- 
room door,  crying. 

"  Wait  a  little,"  said  Amelius,  wiping  her 
eyes  with  his  own  handkerchief;  "and  we 
will  go  away  together.  I  want  to  get  you 
some  better  clothes  ;  and  I  don't  exactly  know 
how  to  set  about  it.  Don't  cry,  my  dear — 
don't  cry." 

The  deaf  maid-of-all-work  came  in,  as  he 
spoke.  She  too  was  in  tears.  Amelius  had 
been  good  to  her,  in  many  little  ways — and 
she  was  the  guilty  person  who  had  led  to  the 
discovery  in  the  bedroom.  "  If  you  had  only 
told  me,  sir,"  she  said  penitently,  "  I'd  have 
kep'  it  secret.     But,  there,   I  went  in  with 


THE  FALLEN  LEAVES.  187 

your  'ot  water,  as  usual,  and,  0  Lor',  I  was 
that  startled  I  dropped  the  jug,  and  run  down- 
stairs again !  " 

Amelius  stopped  the  further  progress  of 
the  apology.  ''  I  don't  blame  you,  Maria,"  he 
said  ;  "  I'm  in  a  difficulty.  Help  me  out  of 
it ;  and  you  will  do  me  a  kindness." 

Maria  partially  heard  him,  and  no  more. 
Afraid  of  reaching  the  landlady's  ears,  as  well 
as  the  maid's  ears,  if  he  raised  his  voice,  he 
asked  if  she  could  read  writing.  Yes,  she 
could  read  writing,  if  it  was  plain.  Amelius 
immediately  reduced  the  expression  of  his 
necessities  to  writing,  in  large  text.  Maria 
was  delighted.  She  knew  the  nearest  shop 
at  which  ready-made  outer  clothing  for  women 
could  be  obtained,  and  nothing  was  wanted, 
as  a  certain  guide  to  an  ignorant  man,  but 
two  pieces  of  string.  With  one  piece,  she 
measured  Simple  Sally's  height,  and  with  the 
other  she  took  the  slender  girth  of  the  girl's 
waist — while  Amelius  opened  his  writing- 
desk,  and  supplied  himself  with  the  last  sum 
of  spare  money  that  he  possessed.     He  had 
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just  closed  the  desk  again,  wlien  the  voice  of 
the  merciless  landlady  was  heard,  calling 
imperatively  for  Maria. 

The  maid-of-all-work  handed  the  two  indi- 
cative strings  to  Amelius.  "  They'll  'elp  you 
at  the  shop,"  she  said — and  shuffled  out  of 
the  room. 

Amelius  turned  to  Simple  Sally.  "  I  am 
going  to  get  you  some  new  clothes,"  he  began. 

The  girl  stopped  him  there  :  she  was  in- 
capable of  listening  to  a  word  more.  Every 
trace  of  sorrow  vanished  from  her  face  in  an 
instant.  She  clapped  her  hands.  "  Oh ! " 
she  cried,  "  new  clothes  !  clean  clothes  !  Let 
me  go  with  you." 

Even  Amelius  saw  that  it  was  imjDossible 
to  take  her  out  in  the  streets  with  him  in 
broad  daylight,  dressed  as  she  was  then. 
"  No,  no,"  he  said,  "  wait  here  till  you  get 
your  new  things.  I  won't  be  half  an  hour 
gone.  Lock  yourself  in  if  you're  afraid,  and 
open  the  door  to  nobody  till  I  come  back  !  " 

Sally  hesitated  ;  she  began  to  look 
frightened. 
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"  Think  of  the  new  dress,  and  the  pretty 
bonnet,"  suggested  Amelius,  speaking  uncon- 
sciously in  the  tone  in  which  he  might  have 
promised  a  new  toy  to  a  child. 

He  had  taken  the  right  way  with  her.  Her 
face  brightened  again.  '^  I'll  do  anything  you 
tell  me,"  she  said. 

He  put  the  key  in  her  hand,  and  was  out 
in  the  street  directly. 

Amelius  possessed  one  valuable  moral 
quality  which  is  exceedingly  rare  among 
Eno;lishmen.  He  was  not  in  the  least 
ashamed  of  putting  himself  in  a  ridiculous 
position,  when  he  was  conscious  that  his  own 
motives  justified  him.  The  smiling  and 
tittering  of  the  shop-women,  when  he  stated 
the  nature  of  his  errand,  and  produced  his  two 
pieces  of  string,  failed  to  annoy  him  in  the 
smallest  degree.  He  laughed  too.  "  Funny, 
isn't  it,"  he  said,  "  a  man  like  me  buying 
gowns  and  the  rest  of  it  ?  She  can't  come 
herself — and  you'll  advise  me,  like  good  crea- 
tures, won't  you  ? "  They  advised  their 
handsome  young  customer  to  such  good  pur- 
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pose,  that  he  was  in  possession  of  a  gray- 
walking  costume,  a  black  cloth  jacket,  a  plain 
lavender-coloured  bonnet,  a  pair  of  black 
gloves,  and  a  paper  of  pins,  in  little  more  than 
ten  minutes'  time.  The  nearest  trunk-maker 
supplied  a  travelling-box  to  hold  all  these  trea- 
sures ;  and  a  passing  cab  took  Amelius  back 
to  the  lodgings,  just  as  the  half-hour  was  out. 
But  one  event  had  happened  during  his 
absence.  The  landlady  had  knocked  at  the 
door,  had  called  through  it  in  a  terrible  voice, 
"  Half  an  hour  more !  "  and  had  retired  again 
without  waiting  for  an  answer. 

Amelius  carried  the  box  into  the  bedroom. 
"Be  as  quick  as  you  can,  Sally,"  he  said — 
and  left  her  alone,  to  enjoy  the  full  rapture 
of  discovering  the  new  clothes. 

When  she  opened  the  door  and  showed 
herself,  the  change  was  so  wonderful  that 
Amelius  was  literally  unable  to  speak  to  her. 
Joy  flushed  her  pale  cheeks,  and  diffused 
its  tender  radiance  over  her  pure  blue  eyes. 
A  more  charming  little  creature,  in  that 
momentary  transfiguration  of  pride  and  de- 
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light,  no  man's  eyes  ever  looked  on.  She 
ran  across  the  room  to  Amelius,  and  threw 
her  arms  round  his  neck.  "  Let  me  be  your 
servant !  "  she  cried ;  ''I  want  to  live  with 
you  all  my  life.  Jump  me  up !  I'm  wild 
— I  want  to  fly  through  the  window."  She 
caught  sight  of  herself  in  the  looking-glass, 
and  suddenly  became  composed  and  serious. 
"  Oh,"  she  said,  with  the  quaintest  mixture 
of  awe  and  astonishment,  "  was  there  ever 
such  another  bonnet  as  this  ?  Do  look  at  it — 
do  please  look  at  it !  " 

Amelius  good-naturedly  approached  to  look 
at  it.  At  the  same  moment  the  sitting-room 
door  was  opened,  without  any  preliminary 
ceremony  of  knocking — and  Rufus  walked 
into  the  room.  "  It's  half  after  ten,"  he  said, 
"  and  the  breakfast  is  spoiling  as  fast  as  it 
can." 

Before  Amelius  could  make  his  excuses 
for  having  completely  forgotten  his  engage- 
ment, Rufus  discovered  Sally.  No  woman, 
young  or  old,  high  in  rank  or  low  in  rank, 
ever  found  the  New  Englander  unprepared 
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witli  liis  own  characteristic  acknowledgment 
of  the  debt  of  courtesy  which  he  owed  to 
the  sex.  With  his  customary  vast  strides, 
he  marched  uj)  to  Sally  and  Insisted  on 
shaking  hands  with  her.  "  How  do  you  find 
yourself,  miss  ?  I  take  pleasure  In  making 
your  acquaintance."  The  girl  turned  to 
Amellus  with  wide-eyed  wonder  and  doubt. 
"  Go  Into  the  next  room,  Sally,  for  a  minute 
or  two,"  he  said.  "  This  gentleman  Is  a 
friend  of  mine,  and  I  have  something  to  say 
to  him." 

"  That's  an  active  little  girl,"  said  Rufus, 
looking  after  her  as  she  ran  to  the  friendly 
shelter  of  the  bedroom.  '^Reminds  me  of 
one  of  our  girls  at  Coolspring — she  does. 
Well,  now,  and  who  may  Sally  be  ?  " 

Amellus  answered  the  question,  as  usual, 
without  the  slightest  reserve.  Rufus  waited 
In  impenetrable  silence  until  he  had  completed 
his  narrative — then  took  him  gently  by  the 
arm,  and  led  him  to  the  window.  With  his 
hands  in  his  pockets  and  his  long  legs 
planted   wide   apart    on    his    big    feet,   the 
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American  carefully  studied  the  face  of  his 
young  friend  under  the  strongest  light  that 
could  fall  on  it. 

^'  No,''  said  Rufus,  speaking  quietly  to 
himself,  "  the  bov  is  not  ravimx  mad,  so  far 
as  I  can  see.  He  has  every  appearance  on 
him  of  meaning  what  he  says.  And  this  is 
what  comes  of  the  Community  at  Tadmor, 
is  it  ?  Well,  civil  and  reli^'ious  liberty  is 
dearly  purchased  sometimes  in  the  United 
States — and  that's  a  fact." 

Amelius  turned  away  to  pack  his  port- 
manteau.    "  I  don't  understand  you,"  he  said. 

"  I  don't  suppose  you  do,"  Rufus  remarked. 
*'  I  am  at  a  similar  loss  myself  to  understand 
you.  My  store  of  sensible  remarks  is  copious 
on  most  occasions — but  I'm  darned  if  I  ain't 
dried  up  in  the  face  of  this  !  Might  I  venture 
to  ask  what  that  venerable  Chief  Christian 
at  Tadmor  would  say  to  the  predicament 
in  which  I  find  my  young  Socialist  this 
morning  ?  " 

"  What  would  he  say  ?  "  Amelius  repeated. 

"  Just   what   he    said   when    Mellicent    first 
VOL.  n.  0 
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came  among  us.  ^  Ah,  dear  me !  Another 
of  the  Fallen  Leaves ! '  I  wish  I  had  the 
dear  old  man  here  to  help  me.  He  would 
know  how  to  restore  that  poor  starved,  out- 
raged, beaten  creature  to  the  happy  place  on 
Grod's  earth  which  Grod  intended  her  to  fill !  " 

Rufus    abruptly   took    him   by  the    hand. 
"  You  mean  that  ?  "  he  said. 

"  What  else  could  I  mean  ?  "  Amelius  re- 
joined sharply. 

'^  Bring  her  right  away  to  breakfast  at  the 
hotel !  "  cried  Rufus,  with  every  appearance 
of  feeling  infinitely  relieved.  "  I  don't  say 
I  can  supply  you  with  the  venerable  Chief 
Christian — but  I  can  find  a  woman  to  fix 
3'ou,  w^ho  is  as  nigh  to  being  an  angel, 
barring  the  wings,  as  any  she-creature  since 
the  time  of  mother  Eve."  He  knocked  at  the 
bedroom  door,  turning  a  deaf  ear  to  every 
appeal  for  further  information  which  Amelius 
could  address  to  him.  "  Breakfast  is  waiting, 
miss !  "  he  called  out ;  "  and  I'm  bound  to 
tell  you  that  the  temper  of  the  cook  at  our 
hotel  is  a  long  way   on  the  wrong  side  of 
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uncertain.  Well,  Ameliiis,  this  is  the  age 
of  exhibitions.  If  there's  ever  an  exhibition 
of  ignorance  in  the  business  of  packing  a 
portmanteau,  you  run  for  the  Gold  Medal — 
and  a  unanimous  jury  will  vote  it,  I  reckon, 
to  a  young  man  from  Tadmor.  Clear  out, 
will  you,  and  leave  it  to  me." 

He  pulled  off  his  coat,  and  conquered  the 
difficulties  of  packing  in  a  hurry,  as  if  he 
had  done  nothing  else  all  his  life.  The 
landlady  herself,  appearing  with  pitiless 
punctuality  exactly  at  the  expiration  of  the 
hour,  "  smoothed  her  horrid  front "  in  the 
polite  and  placable  presence  of  Rufus.  He 
insisted  on  shaking  hands  with  her ;  he  took 
pleasure  in  making  her  acquaintance ;  she 
reminded  him,  he  did  assure  her,  of  the  lady 
of  the  captain-general  of  the  Coolspring 
Branch  of  the  St.  Vitus  Commanderv  ;  and 
he  would  take  the  liberty  to  inquire  whether 
they  were  related  or  not.  Under  cover  of 
this  fashionable  conversation.  Simple  Sally 
was  taken  out  of  the  room  by  Amelius 
without  attracting:  notice.     She  insisted  on 
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carrying  her  threadbare  old  clothes  away 
with  her  in  the  box  which  had  contained 
the  new  dress.  "  I  want  to  look  at  them 
sometimes,"  she  said,  "  and  think  how  much 
better  off  I  am  now."  Rufus  was  the  last 
to  take  his  departure  ;  he  persisted  in  talking 
to  the  landlady  all  the  way  down  the  stairs 
and  out  to  the  street  door. 

While  Amelius  was  waiting  for  his  friend 
on  the  house-steps,  a  young  man  driving  by 
in  a  cab  leaned  out  and  looked  at  him.  The 
young  man  was  Jervy,  on  his  way  from  Mr. 
Ronald's  tombstone  to  Doctors'  Commons. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

With  a  rapid  succession  of  events  the  morn- 
ing had  begun.  With  a  rapid  succession  of 
events  the  day  went  on. 

The  breakfast  being  over,  rooms  at  the 
hotel  were  engaged  by  Rufus  for  his  "  two 
young  friends."  After  this,  the  next  thing 
to  be  done  was  to  provide  Simple  Sally  with 
certain  necessary,  but  invisible,  articles  of 
clothing,  which  Amelius  had  never  thought 
of.  A  note  to  the  nearest  shop  produced  the 
speedy  arrival  of  a  smart  lady,  accompanied 
by  a  boy  and  a  large  basket.  There  was 
some  difficulty  in  persuading  Sally  to  trust 
herself  alone  in  her  room  with  the  stranger. 
She  was  afraid,  poor  soul,  of  everybody  but 
Amelius.     Even  the  good  American  failed  to 
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win  "her  confidence.  The  distrust  implanted 
in  her  feeble  mind  by  the  terrible  life  that 
she  had  led,  was  the  instinctive  distrust  of  a 
wild  animal.  "  ^Vhy  must  I  go  among  other 
people  ?  "  she  whispered  piteously  to  Amelius. 
"  I  only  want  to  be  with  You."  It  was  as 
completely  useless  to  reason  with  her  as  it 
would  have  been  to  explain  the  advantages 
of  a  comfortable  cage  to  a  newly  caught  bird. 
There  was  but  one  way  of  inducing  her  to 
submit  to  the  most  gently  exerted  interference. 
Amelius  had  only  to  say,  ^'  Do  it,  Sally,  to 
please  me."     And  Sally  sighed,  and  did  it. 

In  her  absence  Amelius  reiterated  his 
inquiries,  in  relation  to  that  unknown  friend 
whom  Rufus  had  not  scrupled  to  describe  as 
"  an  angel — barring  the  wings." 

The  lady  in  question,  the  American  briefly 
explained,  was  an  Englishwoman — the  wife 
of  one  of  his  countrymen,  established  in 
London  as  a  merchant.  He  had  known  them 
both  intimately  before  their  departure  from 
the  United  States ;  and  the  old  friendship 
had   been  cordially   renewed    on    his  arrival 
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in  Enofland.  Associated  witli  many  other 
charitable  institutions,  Mrs.  Pajson  was  one 
of  the  managing  committee  of  a  ''  Home  for 
Friendless  Women, "  especially  adapted  to 
receive  poor  girls  in  Sally's  melancholy 
position.  jRufus  offered  to  write  a  note  to 
Mrs.  Pay  son ;  inquiring  at  what  hour  she 
could  receiye  his  friend  and  himself,  and 
obtain  permission  for  them  to  see  the 
^'Home."  Amelius,  after  some  hesitation, 
accepted  the  proposal.  The  messenger  had 
not  been  long  despatched  with  the  note 
before  the  smart  person  from  the  shop  made 
her  appearance  once  more,  reporting  that 
"  the  young  lady's  outfit  had  been  perfectly 
arranged,"  and  presenting  the  inevitable 
result  in  the  shape  of  a  bill.  The  last 
farthing  of  ready  money  in  the  possession 
of  Amelius  proved  to  be  insufficient  to  dis- 
charge the  debt.  He  accepted  a  loan  from 
Rufus,  until  he  could  give  his  bankers  the 
necessary  order  to  sell  out  some  of  his  money 
invested  in  the  Funds.  His  answer,  when 
Rufus    protested    against    this    course,    was 
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cliaracteristic  of  the  teaching  which  he  owed 
to  the  Community.  "  My  dear  fellow,  I  am 
bound  to  return  the  money  you  have  lent  to 
me — in  the  interests  of  our  poor  brethren. 
The  next  friend  who  borrows  of  you  may 
not  have  the  means  of  paying  you  back." 

After  waiting  for  the  return  of  Simple 
Sally,  and  waiting  in  vain,  Amelius  sent  a 
chambermaid  to  her  room,  with  a  message 
to  her.  Rufus  disapproved  of  this  hasty 
proceeding.  "  Why  disturb  the  girl  at  her 
looking-glass  ?  "  asked  the  old  bachelor,  with 
his  quaintly  humorous  smile. 

Sally  came  in  with  no  bright  pleasure  in 
her  eyes  this  time ;  the  girl  looked  worn  and 
haggard.  She  drew  Amelius  away  into  a 
corner,  and  whispered  to  him.  "  I  get  a 
pain  sometimes  where  the  bruise  is,"  she 
said ;  "  and  I've  got  it  bad,  now."  She 
glanced,  with  an  odd  furtive  jealousy,  at 
Rufus.  "  I  kept  away  from  you,"  she  ex- 
plained, "  because  I  didn't  want  him  to 
know."  She  stopped,  and  put  her  hand  on 
her   bosom,    and    clenched    her    teeth    fast. 
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"Never   mind,"  she  said  cheerfully,    as   the 
pang  passed  away  again  ;  "  I  can  bear  it." 

Amelius,  acting  on  impulse,  as  usual, 
instantly  ordered  the  most  comfortable 
carriage  that  the  hotel  possessed.  He  had 
heard  terrible  stories  of  the  possible  result 
of  an  injury  to  a  woman's  bosom.  "  I  shall 
take  her  to  the  best  doctor  in  London,"  he 
announced.  Sally  whispered  to  him  again — 
still  with  her  eye  on  Eufus.  "  Is  he  going 
with  us  ?  "  she  asked.  "  No,"  said  Amelius  ; 
"  one  of  us  must  stay  here  to  receive  a 
message."  Rufus  looked  after  them  very 
gravely,  as  the  two  left  the  room  together. 

Applying  for  information  to  the  mistress 
of  the  hotel,  Amelius  obtained  the  address  of 
a  consulting  surgeon  of  great  celebrity,  while 
Sally  was  getting  ready  to  go  out. 

"  Why  don't  you  like  my  good  friend  up- 
stairs ? "  he  said  to  the  girl  as  they  drove 
away  from  the  house.  The  answer  came 
swift  and  straight  from  the  heart  of  the 
daughter  of  Eve.  "  Because  you  like  him  !  " 
Amelius    changed   the   subject :  he   asked  if 
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she  was  still  in  pain.     She  shook  her  head 
impatiently.     Pain  or  no  pain,  the  uppermost 
idea  in  her  mind  was  still  that  idea  of  being 
his    servant,    which   had    already    found    ex- 
pression in  words   before  they  left  the  lodg- 
ings.    "  Will  you  let  me  keep  my  beautiful 
new  dress   for  going  out  on  Sundays  ? "  she 
asked.     "  The    shabby    old    things    will    do 
when  I  am  your  servant.     I  can  black  your 
boots,  and  brush  your  clothes,  and  keep  your 
room  tidy — and  I  w^ill  try  hard  to   learn,   if 
you  will  have  me  taught  to  cook."     Amelias 
attempted  to  change  the  subject  again.     He 
might  as  well  have  talked  to   her  in  an  un- 
known  tongue.     The    glorious    prospect    of 
being  his  servant  absorbed   the  whole  of  her 
attention.     "  I'm  little  and  I'm  stupid,"  she 
went  on ;  "  but  I  do  think  I   could  learn  to 
cook,  if  I  knew  I  was  doing  it  for  You''    She 
paused,  and  looked  at  him  anxiously.     "  Do 
let  me  try !  "  she   pleaded ;    "I  haven't  had 
much  pleasure  in  my  life — and  I  should  like 
it   so ! "     It    was    impossible    to    resist    this. 
"  You  shall  be  as  happy  as  I  can  make  you, 
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Sally,"  Amelius  answered ;  "  Grod  knows  it 
isn't  much  you  ask  for !  " 

Something  in  those  compassionate  words 
set  her  thinking  in  another  direction.  It 
was  sad  to  see  how  slowly  and  painfully  she 
realized  the  idea  that  had  been  suggested  to 
her. 

"  I  wonder  whether  you  can  make  me 
happy  ?  "  she  said.  "  I  suppose  I  have  been 
happy  before  this — but  I  don't  know  when. 
I  don't  remember  a  time  when  I  was  not 
hungry  or  cold.  Wait  a  bit.  I  do  think  I 
was  happy  once.  It  was  a  long  while  ago, 
and  it  took  me  a  weary  time  to  do  it — but  I 
did  learn  at  last  to  play  a  tune  on  the  fiddle. 
The  old  man  and  his  wife  took  it  in  turns  to 
teach  me.  Somebody  gave  me  to  the  old 
man  and  his  wife ;  I  don't  know  who  it  was, 
and  I  don't  remember  their  names.  They 
were  musicians.  In  the  fine  streets  they 
sang  hymns,  and  in  the  poor  streets  they 
sang  comic  songs.  It  was  cold,  to  be  sure, 
standing  barefoot  on  the  pavement — but  I 
got  plenty  of  halfpence.     The  people  said  I 
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was  SO  little  it  was  a  shame  to  send  me  out, 
and  so  I  got  halfpence.  I  had  bread  and 
apples  for  supper,  and  a  nice  little  corner 
nnder  the  staircase,  to  sleep  in.  Do  you 
know,  I  do  think  I  did  enjoy  myself  at  that 
time,"  she  concluded,  still  a  little  doubtful 
whether  those  faint  and  far-off  remembrances 
were  really  to  be  relied  on. 

Amelius  tried  to  lead  her  to  other  recollec- 
tions. He  asked  her  how  old  she  was  when 
she  played  the  fiddle. 

"  I  don't  know,"  she  answered ;  "  I  don't 
know  how  old  I  am  now.  I  don't  remember 
anything  before  the  fiddle.  I  can't  call  to 
mind  how  long  it  was  first — but  there  came 
a  time  when  the  old  man  and  his  wife  got 
into  trouble.  They  went  to  prison,  and  I 
never  saw  them  afterwards.  I  ran  away 
with  the  fiddle ;  to  get  the  halfpence,  you 
know,  all  to  myself.  I  think  I  should  have 
got  a  deal  of  money,  if  it  hadn't  been  for  the 
boys.  They're  so  cruel,  the  boys  are.  They 
broke  my  fiddle.  I  tried  selling  pencils  after 
that ;  but  people  didn't  seem  to  want  pencils. 
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They  found  me  out  begging.  I  got  took  up, 
and  brought  before  the  what-do-you-call-him 
— the  gentleman  who  sits  in  a  high  place, 
you  know,  behind  a  desk.  Oh,  but  I  was 
frightened,  when  they  took  me  before  the 
gentleman  !  He  looked  very  much  puzzled. 
He  says,  '  Bring  her  up  here  ;  she's  so  small 
I  can  hardly  see  her.'  He  says,  '  Good  Grod  ! 
what  am  I  to  do  with  this  unfortunate  child  ?  ' 
There  was  plenty  of  people  about.  One  of 
them  says,  '  The  workhouse  ought  to  take 
her.'  And  a  lady  came  in,  and  she  says,  '  I'll 
take  her,  sir,  if  you'll  let  me.'  And  he  knew 
her,  and  he  let  her.  She  took  me  to  a  place 
they  called  a  Refuge — for  wandering  children, 
you  know.  It  was  very  strict  at  the  Refuge. 
They  did  give  us  plenty  to  eat,  to  be  sure, 
and  they  taught  us  lessons.  They  told  us 
about  Our  Father  up  in  Heaven.  I  said  a 
wrong  thing — I  said,  '  I  don't  want  him  up 
in  Heaven ;  I  want  him  down  here.'  They 
were  very  much  ashamed  of  me  when  I  said 
that.  I  was  a  bad  girl  ;  I  turned  ungrateful. 
After  a  time,  I  ran  away.     You  see,  it  was  so 
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strict,  and  I  was  so  used  to  tlie  streets.  I 
met  witli  a  Scotcliman  in  tlie  streets.  He 
wore  a  kilt,  and  played  tlie  pipes  ;  he  taught 
me  to  dance,  and  dressed  me  up  like  a  Scotch 
girl.  He  had  a  curious  wife,  a  sort  of  half- 
black  woman.  She  used  to  dance  too — on 
a  bit  of  carpet,  you  know,  so  as  not  to  spoil 
her  fine  shoes.  They  taught  me  songs ;  he 
taught  me  a  Scotch  song.  And  one  day  his 
wife  said  she  was  English  (I  don't  know  how 
that  was,  being  a  half-black  woman),  and  I 
should  learn  an  English  song.  And  they 
quarrelled  about  it.  And  she  had  her  way. 
She  taught  me  '  Sally  in  our  Alley.'  That's 
how  I  come  to  be  called  Sally.  I  hadn't  any 
name  of  my  own — I  always  had  nicknames. 
Sally  was  the  last  of  them,  and  Sally  has 
stuck  to  me.  I  hope  it  isn't  too  common  a 
name  to  please  you  ?  Oh,  what  a  fine  house  ! 
Are  we  really  going  in?  Will  they  let  me 
in  ?  How  stupid  I  am !  I  forgot  my 
beautiful  clothes.  You  won't  tell  them,  will 
you,  if  they  take  me  for  a  lady  ?  " 

The    carriage    had   stopped   at   the   great 
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surgeon's  house  :  the  waiting-room  was  full 
of  patients.  Some  of  them  were  trying  to 
read  the  books  and  newspapers  on  the  table  ; 
and  some  of  them  were  looking  at  each  other, 
not  only  without  the  slightest  sympathy,  but 
occasionally  even  with  downright  distrust 
and  dislike.  Amelius  took  up  a  newspaper, 
and  gave  Sally  an  illustrated  book  to  amuse 
her,  while  they  waited  to  see  the  surgeon  in 
their  turn. 

Two  long  hours  passed,  before  the  servant 
summoned  Amelius  to  the  consultino^-room. 
Sally  was  wearily  asleep  in  her  chair.  He 
left  her  undisturbed,  having  questions  to  put 
relating  to  the  imperfectly  developed  state  of 
her  mind,  which  could  not  be  asked  in  her 
presence.  The  surgeon  listened,  with  no 
ordinarv  interest,  to  the  vouno;  strana'er's 
simple  and  straightforward  narrative  of  what 
had  happened  on  the  previous  night.  "  You 
are  very  unlike  other  vouno;  men,"  he  said  ; 
^'  may  I  ask  how  you  have  been  brought  up  ?  " 
The  reply  surprised  him.  "  This  opens  quite 
a   new    view   of    Socialism,"    he   said.      ^'  I 
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thought  your  conduct  highly  imprudent  at 
first — it  seems  to  be  the  natural  result  of  your 
teaching:  now.  Let  me  see  what  I  can  do  to 
help  you." 

He  was  very  grave  and  very  gentle,  when 
Sally  was  presented  to  him.  His  opinion  of 
the  injury  to  her  bosom  relieved  the  anxiety 
of  Amelius  :  there  might  be  pain  for  some 
little  time  to  come,  but  there  were  no  serious 
consequences  to  fear.  Having  written  his 
prescription,  and  having  put  several  questions 
to  Sally,  the  surgeon  sent  her  back,  with 
marked  kindness  of  manner,  to  wait  for 
Amelius  in  the  patients'  room. 

"  I  have  young  daughters  of  my  own,"  he 
said,  when  the  door  was  closed ;  "  and  I 
cannot  but  feel  for  that  unhappy  creature, 
when  I  contrast  her  life  with  theirs.  So  far 
as  I  can  see  it,  the  natural  growth  of  her 
senses — her  higher  and  her  lower  senses 
alike — has  been  stunted,  like  the  natural 
growth  of  her  body,  by  starvation,  terror, 
exposure  to  cold,  and  other  influences  inherent 
in  the  life  that  she  has  led.    With  nourishing 
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food,  pure  air,  and  above  all  kind  and  careful 
treatment,  I  see  no  reason,  at  her  age,  why 
she  should  not  develop  into  an  intelligent 
and  health V  vouno-  woman.  Pardon  me  if  I 
venture  on  giving  you  a  word  of  advice.  At 
your  time  of  life,  you  will  do  well  to  place 
her  at  once  under  competent  and  proper  care. 
You  may  live  to  regret  it,  if  you  are  too 
confident  in  your  own  good  motives  in  such 
a  case  as  this.  Come  to  me  again,  if  I  can 
be  of  any  use  to  you.  No,"  he  continued, 
refusing  to  take  his  fee  ;  '*  my  help  to  that 
poor  lost  girl  is  help  given  freely."  He 
shook  hands  with  Amelius — a  worthy 
member  of  the  noble  order  to  which  he 
belonged. 

The  surgeon's  parting  advice,  following  on 
the  quaint  protest  of  Rufus,  had  its  effect  on 
Amelius.  He  was  silent  and  thoughtful 
when  he  got  into  the  carriage  again. 

Simple  Sally  looked  at  him  with  a  vague 
sense  of  alarm.  Her  heart  beat  fast,  under 
the  perpetually  recurring  fear  that  she  had 
done  something;  or  said  somethini>:  to  offend 
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him.  "  Was  it  bad  behaviour  in  me,"  she 
asked,  "  to  fall  asleep  in  the  chair  ? " 
Reassured,  so  far,  she  was  still  as  anxious  as 
ever  to  get  at  the  truth.  After  long  hesita- 
tion, and  long  previous  thought,  she  ventured 
to  try  another  question.  "  The  gentleman 
sent  me  out  of  the  room — did  he  say  anything 
to  set  you  against  me  ?  " 

"  The  gentleman  said  everything  that  was 
kind  of  you,"  Amelius  replied,  "•  and  every- 
thing to  make  me  hope  that  you  will  live  to 
be  a  happy  girl." 

She  said  nothing  to  that ;  vague  assurances 
were  no  assurances  to  her — she  only  looked 
at  him  with  the  dumb  fidelity  of  a  dog. 
Suddenly,  she  dropped  on  her  knees  in  the 
carriage,  hid  her  face  in  her  hands,  and  cried 
silently.  Surprised  and  distressed,  he  at- 
teuipted  to  raise  her  and  console  her. 
''No!"  she  said  obstinately.  "Something 
has  happened  to  vex  you,  and  you  won't  tell 
me  what  it  is.  Do,  do,  do  tell  me  what 
it  is !  " 

"  My  dear  child,"  said  Amelius,  '*  I  was 
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only  thinking   anxiously  about   you,  in  the 
time  to  come." 

She  looked  up  at  him  quickly.  "  What ! 
have  you  forgotten  already  ?  "  she  exclaimed. 
"  I'm  to  be  your  servant  in  the  time  to  come.'* 
She  dried  her  eyes,  and  took  her  placa  again 
joyously  by  his  side.  ''  You  did  frighten 
me,"  she  said,  "  and  all  for  nothing.  But 
you  didn't  mean  it,  did  you  ?  " 

An  older  man  mio;ht  have  had  the  courao:e 
to  undeceive  her :  Amelius  shrank  from  it. 
He  tried  to  lead  her  back  to  the  melancholy 
story — so  common  and  so  terrible  ;  so  pitiable 
in  its  utter  absence  of  sentiment  or  romance 
— the  story  of  her  past  life. 

"  No,"  she  answered,  with  that  quick  in- 
sight where  her  feelings  were  concerned, 
which  was  the  only  quick  insight  that  she  pos- 
sessed. "  I  don't  like  making  you  sorry  ;  and 
you  did  look  sorry — you  did — when  I  talked 
about  it  before.  The  streets,  the  streets,  the 
streets ;  little  girl,  or  big  girl,  it's  only  the 
streets  ;  and  always  being  hungry  or  cold ; 
and  cruel  men  when  it  isn't  cruel  bo  vs.     I 
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want  to  be  liappy !  I  want  to  enjoy  my  new 
clothes  !  You  tell  me  about  your  own  self. 
AYliat  makes  you  so  kind  ?  I  can't  make  it 
out ;  try  as  I  may,  I  can't  make  it  out." 

Some  time  elapsed  before  they  got  back  to 
the  hotel.  Amelius  drove  as  far  as  the  City, 
to  give  the  necessary  instructions  to  his 
bankers. 

On  returning  to  the  sitting-room  at  last, 
he  discovered  that  his  American  friend  was 
not  alone.  A  gray-haired  lady  with  a  bright 
benevolent  face  was  talking  earnestly  to 
Eufus.  The  instant  Sally  discovered  the 
stranger,  she  started  back,  fled  to  the  shelter 
of  her  bedchamber,  and  locked  herself  in. 
Amelius,  entering  the  room  after  a  little 
hesitation,  was  presented  to  Mrs.  Payson. 

'^  There  was  something  in  my  old  friend's 
note,"  said  the  lady,  smiling  and  turning  to 
Rufus,  "  which  suggested  to  me  that  I  should 
do  well  to  answer  it  personally.  I  am  not 
too  old  yet  to  follow  the  impulse  of  the 
moment,  sometimes ;  and  I  am  very  glad 
that  I  did  so.     I  have  heard  what  is,  to  me, 
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a  very  interesting  story.  Mr.  Grolden- 
heart,  I  respect  yon  !  And  I  will  prove  it 
by  helping  you,  with  all  my  heart  and  soul, 
to  save  that  poor  little  girl  who  has  just  run 
away  from  me.  Pray  don't  make  excuses 
for  her  ;  I  should  have  run  away  too,  at  her 
age.  We  have  arranged,"  she  continued, 
looking  again  at  Rufus,  "  that  I  shall  take 
you  both  to  the  Home,  this  afternoon.  If  we 
can  prevail  on  Sally  to  go  with  us,  one 
serious  obstacle  in  our  way  will  be  overcome. 
Tell  me  the  number  of  her  room.  I  want 
to  try  if  I  can't  make  friends  with  her.  I 
have  had  some  experience ;  and  I  don't 
despair  of  bringing  her  back  here,  hand  in 
hand  with  the  terrible  person  who  has 
frightened  her." 

The  two  men  were  left  together.  Amelius 
attempted  to  speak. 

"  Keep  it  down,"  said  Rufus  ;  "  no  prema- 
ture outbreak  of  opinion,  if  you  please,  yet 
awhile.  Wait  till  she  has  fixed  Sally,  and 
shown  us  the  Paradise  of  the  poor  girls. 
It's   within   the   London   postal  district,   and 
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that's  all  I  know  about  it.  Well,  now,  and 
did  you  go  to  the  doctor  ?  Thunder !  what's 
come  to  the  boy  ?  Seems  as  though  he  had 
left  his  complexion  in  the  carriage !  He 
looks,  I  do  declare,  as  if  he  wanted  medical 
tinkering  himself." 

Amelius  explained  that  his  past  night  had 
been  a  wakeful  one,  and  that  the  events  of 
the  day  had  not  allowed  him  any  opportuni- 
ties of  repose.  "  Since  the  morning,"  he 
said,  "things  have  hurried  so,  one. on  the  top 
of  the  other,  that  I  am  beginning  to  feel  a 
little  dazed  and  weary."  Without  a  word 
of  remark,  Rufus  produced  the  remedy.  The 
materials  w^ere  ready  on  the  sideboard — 
he  made  a  cocktail. 

"  Another  ?  "  asked  the  New  Englander, 
after  a  reasonable  lapse  of  time. 

Amelius  declined  taking  another.  He 
stretched  himself  on  the  sofa ;  his  good 
friend  considerately  took  up  a  newspaper. 
For  the  first  time  that  day,  he  had  now  the 
prospect  of  a  quiet  interval  for  rest  and 
thought.     In  less  than  a  minute  the  delusive 
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prospect  vanished.  He  started  to  his  feet 
again,  disturbed  by  a  new  anxiety.  Having 
leisure  to  think,  he  had  thought  of  Eegina. 
"  Good  heavens  !  "  he  exclaimed  ;  "  she's 
waitino^  to  see  me — and  I  never  remembered 
it  till  this  moment ! "  He  looked  at  his 
watch  :  it  was  five  o'clock.  "  What  am  I  to 
do  ?  ''  he  said  helplessly. 

Bufus  laid  down  the  newspaper,  and  con- 
sidered the  new  difficulty  in  its  various 
aspects. 

"  We  are  bound  to  go  with  Mrs.  Pay  son  to 
the  Home,"  he  said ;  "  and,  I-  tell  you  this, 
Amelius,  the  matter  of  Sally  is  not  a  matter 
to  be  played  with ;  it's  a-  thing  that's  got 
to  be  done.  In  your  place  I  should  write 
politely  to  Miss  Eegina,  and  put  it  off  till 
to-morrow." 

In  ninety-nine  cases  out  of  a  hundred,  a  man 
who  took  Eufus  for  his  counsellor  was  a  man 
who  acted  wisely  in  every  sense  of  the  word. 
Events,  however,  of  which  Amelius  and  his 
friend  were  both  ignorant  alike,  had  so 
ordered   it,  that  the  American's   well-meant 
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advice,  in  this  one  exceptional  case,  was  tlie 
very  worst  advice  that  could  have  been 
given.  In  an  hour  more,  Jervy  and  Mrs. 
Sowler  were  to  meet  at  the  tavern  door.  The 
one  last  hope  of  protecting  Mrs.  Farnaby 
from  the  abominable  conspiracy  of  which  she 
was  the  destined  victim,  rested  solely  on  the 
fulfilment  by  Amelius  of  his  engagement 
with  Regina  for  that  day.  Always  ready 
to  interfere  with  the  progress  of  the  court- 
ship, Mrs.  Farnaby  would  be  especially  eager 
to  seize  the  first  opportunity  of  speaking  to 
her  young  Socialist  friend  on  the  subject  of 
his  lecture.  In  the  course  of  the  talk  between 
them,  the  idea  which,  in  the  present  dis- 
turbed state  of  his  mind,  had  not  struck 
him  yet — the  idea  that  the  outcast  of  the 
streets  might,  by  the  barest  conceivable 
possibility,  be  identified  with  the  lost 
daughter — would,  in  one  way  or  another, 
be  almost  infallibly  suggested  to  Amelius  ; 
and,  at  the  eleventh  hour,  the  conspiracy 
would  be  foiled.  If,  on  tlie  other  hand,  the 
American's   fatal    advice   was   followed,    the 
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next  morning's  post  mig4it  bring  a  letter 
from  Jervy  to  Mrs.  Farnaby — with  this 
disastrous  result.  At  the  first  words  spoken 
by  Amelius,  she  would  put  an  end  to  all 
further  interest  in  the  subject  on  his  part, 
by  telling  him  that  the  lost  girl  had  been 
found,  and  found  by  another  person. 

Rufus  pointed  to  the  writing-materials  on 
a  side  table,  which  he  had  himself  used  earlier 
in  the  day.  The  needful  excuse  was,  un- 
happily, quite  easy  to  find.  A  misunder- 
standing with  his  landlady  had  obliged 
Amelius  to  leave  his  lodgings  at  an  hour's 
notice,  and  had  occupied  him  in  trying  to 
find  a  new  residence  for  the  rest  of  the  day. 
The  note  was  written.  Rufus,  who  was 
nearest  to  the  bell,  stretched  out  his  hand  to 
ring  for  the  messenger.  Amelius  suddenly 
stopped  him. 

''  She  doesn't  like  me  to  disappoint  her," 
he  said.  "  I  needn't  stay  long — I  might  get 
there  and  back  in  half  an  hour,  in  a  fast 
cab." 

His  conscience  was   not   quite  easy.     The 
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sense  of  liavino-  foro-otten  Reo:ina — no  matter 
how  naturally  and  excusably — oppressed  him 
with  a  feeling  of  self-reproach.  Rufus  raised 
no  objection  ;  the  hesitation  of  Amelius  was 
unquestionably  creditable  to  him.  "  If  you 
must  do  it,  my  son,"  he  said,  "do  it  right 
away — and  we'll  wait  for  you." 

Amelius  took  up  his  hat.  The  door  opened 
as  he  approached  it,  and  Mrs.  Payson  entered 
the  room,  leading  Simple  Sally  by  the  hand. 

"  We  are  all  going  together,"  said  the 
genial  old  lady,  "  to  see  my  large  family  of 
daughters  at  the  Home.  We  can  have  our 
talk  in  the  carriage.  It's  an  hour's  drive 
from  this  place — and  I  must  be  back  again 
to  dinner  at  half-past  seven." 

Amelius  and  Rufus  looked  at  each  other. 
Amelius  thought  of  pleading  an  engagement, 
and  asking  to  be  excused.  Under  the  cir- 
cumstances, it  was  assuredly  not  a  very 
gracious  thing  to  do.  Before  he  could  make 
up  his  mind,  one  way  or  the  other,  Sally 
stole  to  his  side,  and  put  her  hand  on  his 
arm.      Mrs.    Payson   had   done   wonders   in 
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conquering  the  girl's  inveterate  distrust  of 
strangers,  and,  to  a  certain  extent  at  least, 
winning  her  confidence.  But  no  earthly 
influence  could  shake  Sally's  dog-like  devo- 
tion to  Amelius.  Her  jealous  instinct  dis- 
covered something  suspicious  in  his  sudden 
silence.  "  You  must  go  with  us,"  she  said ; 
"  I  won't  go  without  you." 

''  Certainly  not,"  Mrs.  Payson  added ;  "  I 
promised  her  that,  of  course,  beforehand." 

Rufus  rang  the  bell,  and  despatched  the 
messenger  to  Regina.  "  That's  the  one  way 
out  of  it,  my  son,"  he  whispered  to  Amelius, 
as  they  followed  Mrs.  Payson  and  Sally  down 
the  stairs  of  the  hotel. 

They  had  just  driven  up  to  the  gates  of 
the  Home,  when  Jervy  and  his  accomplice 
met  at  the  tavern,  and  entered  on  their  con- 
sultation in  a  private  room. 

In  spite  of  her  poverty-stricken  appearance, 
Mrs.  Sowler  was  not  absolutely  destitute. 
In  various  underhand  and  wicked  ways,  she 
contrived  to  put  a  few  shillings  in  her  pocket 
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from  week  to  week.  If  she  was  half  starved, 
it  was  for  the  very  ordinary  reason,  among 
persons  of  her  vicious  class,  that  she  pre- 
ferred spending  her  money  on  drink.  Stating 
his  business  with  her,  as  reservedly  and  as 
cunningly  as  usual,  Jervy  found,  to  his 
astonishment,  that  even  this  squalid  old 
creature  presumed  to  bargain  with  him.  The 
two  wretches  were  on  the  point  of  a  quarrel 
which  might  have  delayed  the  execution  of 
the  plot  against  Mrs.  Farnaby,  but  for  the 
vile  self-control  which  made  Jervy  one  of  the 
most  formidable  criminals  living.  He  gave 
way  on  the  question  of  money — and,  from 
that  moment,  he  had  Mrs.  Sowler  absolutely 
at  his  disposal. 

'^  Meet  me  to-morrow  morning,  to  receive 
your  instructions,"  he  said.  ""  The  time  is 
ten  sharp  ;  and  the  place  is  the  powder- 
magazine  in  Hyde  Park.  And  mind  this  ! 
You  must  be  decently  dressed — you  know 
where  to  hire  the  things.  If  I  smell  you  of 
spirits  to-morrow  morning,  I  shall  employ 
somebody  else.      No ;    not   a   farthing   now. 
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You  will  have  your  money — first  instalment 
only,  mind  ! — to-morrow  at  ten." 

Left  by  himself,  Jervy  sent  for  pen,  ink, 
and  paper.  Using  his  left  hand,  which  was 
just  as  serviceable  to  him  as  his  right,  he 
traced  these  lines  : — 

"  You  are  informed,  by  an  unknown  friend, 
that  a  certain  lost  young  lady  is  now  living 
in  a  foreign  country,  and  may  be  restored 
to  her  afflicted  mother  on  receipt  of  a  suffi- 
cient sum  to  pay  expenses,  and  to  reward  the 
writer  of  this  letter,  who  is,  undeservedly, 
in  distressed  circumstances. 

"  Are  you,  madam,  the  mother  ?  I  ask 
the  question  in  the  strictest  confidence,  know- 
ing nothing  certainly  but  that  your  husband 
was  the  person  who  put  the  young  lady  out 
to  nurse  in  her  infancy. 

"  I  don't  address  your  husband,  because 
his  inhuman  desertion  of  the  poor  baby  does 
not  incline  me  to  trust  him.  I  run  the  risk 
of  trusting  you — to  a  certain  extent — at  start- 
ing. Shall  I  drop  a  hint  which  may  help 
you  to  identify  the  child,  in  your  own  mind  ? 
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It  would  be  inexcusably  foolish  on  my  part 
to  speak  too  plainly,  just  yet.  The  hint 
must  be  a  vague  one.  Sapj^ose  I  use  a 
poetical  expression,  and  say  that  the  young 
lady  is  enveloped  in  mystery  from  head  to 
foot — especially  the  foot  ? 

"  In  the  event  of  my  addressing  the  right 
person,  I  beg  to  offer  a  suggestion  for  a  pre- 
liminary interview. 

^'  If  you  will  take  a  walk  on  the  bridge 
over  the  Serpentine  River,  on  the  Kensington 
Gardens  side,  at  half-past  ten  o'clock  to- 
morrow morning,  holding  a  white  handker- 
chief in  your  left  hand,  you  will  meet  the 
much-injured  woman,  who  was  deceived  into 
taking  charge  of  the  infant  child  at  Rams- 
gate,  and  will  be  satisfied  so  far  that  you  are 
giving  your  confidence  to  persons  who  really 
deserve  it." 

Jervy  addressed  this  infamous  letter  to 
Mrs.  Farnaby,  in  an  ordinary  envelope, 
marked  "  Private."  He  posted  it,  that  night, 
with  his  own  hand. 
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CHAPTER  lY. 

"  RuFUS  !  I  don't  quite  like  the  way  you 
look  at  me.     You  seem  to  think " 

"  Give  it  tongue,  my  son.  What  do  I  seem 
to  think  ?  " 

''  You  think  I'm  forgetting  Regina.  You 
don't  believe  I'm  just  as  fond  of  her  as  ever. 
The  fact  is,  you're  an  old  bachelor." 

"  That  is  so.    Where's  the  harm,  Amelius?" 

"  You  don't  understand " 

"  You're  out  there,  my  bright  boy.  I 
reckon  I  understand  more  than  you  think  for. 
The  wisest  thing  you  ever  did  in  your  life  is 
what  you  did  this  evening,  when  you  com- 
mitted Sally  to  the  care  of  those  ladies  at  the 
Home." 

"  Good  night,  Rufus.  We  shall  quarrel  if 
I  stay  here  any  longer." 
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"  Good  niglit,  Amelius.    We  shan't  quarrel, 
stay  here  as  long  as  you  like." 

The  Q'ood  deed  had  been  done  ;  the  sacrifice 
— already  a  painful  sacrifice — had  been  made. 
Mrs.  Payson  was  old  enough  to  speak  plainly, 
as  well  as  seriously,  to  Amelius  of  the  abso- 
lute    necessity    of    separating    himself    from 
Simple    Sally,    without    any    needless    delay. 
"  You  have  seen  for  yourself,"  she  said,  "  that 
the  plan  on  which  this  little  household  is  ruled 
is  the  unvarying  plan  of  patience  and  kind- 
ness.    So  far  as  Sally  is  concerned,  you  can 
be  cpiite  sure  that  she  will  never  hear  a  harsh 
word,  never  meet  with  a  hard  look,  while  she 
is  under  our   care.     The  lamentable  neglect 
under  which  the  poor   creature  has  suffered, 
will  be  tenderly  remembered  and  atoned  for, 
here.     If  we  can't  make  her  happy  among. us, 
I  promise  that  she  shall   leave  the  Home,  if 
she   wishes   it,  in    six   wrecks'    time.     As   to 
yourself,  consider  your  position  if  you  persist 
in   taking   her   back    with   you.      Our   good 
friend    Rufus    has    told    me    that    you    are 
engaged  to  be  married.     Think  of  the  mis- 
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inter j)retations,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  to  wliicli 
you  would  subject  yourself — think  of  the 
reports  which  would  sooner  or  later  find  their 
way  to  the  young  lady's  ears,  and  of  the 
deplorable  consequences  that  would  follow. 
I  believe  implicitly  in  the  purity  of  your 
motives.  But  remember  Who  tau2;ht  us  to 
pray  that  we  may  not  be  led  into  temptation 
— and  complete  the  good  work  that  you  have 
begun,  by  leaving  Sally  among  friends  and 
sisters  in  this  house." 

To  any  honourable  man,  these  were  un- 
answerable words.  Coming  after  what  Rufus 
and  the  surgeon  had  already  said  to  him,  they 
left  Amelius  no  alternative  but  to  yield.  He 
pleaded  for  leave  to  write  to  Sally,  and  to  see 
her,  at  a  later  interval,  when  she  might  be 
reconciled  to  her  new  life.  Mrs.  Payson  had 
just  consented  to  both  requests,  Iiufus  had 
just  heartily  congratulated  him  on  his  decision 
— when  the  door  was  thrown  violently  open. 
Simple  Sally  ran  into  the  room,  followed  by 
one  of  the  women-attendants  in  a  state  of 
breathless  surprise. 

VOL.  II.  Q 
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"  Slie  showed  me  a  bedroom,"  cried  Sally, 
pointing  indignantly  to  the  woman  ;  "  and 
she  asked  if  I  should  like  to  sleep  there." 
She  turned  to  Amelius,  and  caught  him  by 
the  hand  to  lead  him  away.  The  ineradicable 
instinct  of  distrust  had  been  once  more  roused 
in  her  by  the  too  zealous  attendant.  ''  I'm 
not  going  to  stay  here,"  she  said  ;  "  I'm  going 
away  with  You  !  " 

Amelius  glanced  at  Mrs.  Pay  son.  Sally 
tried  to  drag  him  to  the  door.  He  did  his 
best  to  reassure  her  by  a  smile ;  he  spoke 
confusedly  some  composing  words.  But  his 
honest  face,  always  accustomed  to  tell  the 
truth,  told  the  truth  now.  The  poor  lost 
creature,  whose  feeble  intelligence  was  so  slow 
to  discern,  so  inapt  to  reflect,  looked  at  him 
with  the  heart's  instantaneous  perception,  and 
saw  her  doom.  She  let  go  of  his  hand.  Her 
head  sank.  Without  word  or  cry,  she  dropped 
on  the  floor  at  his  feet. 

The  attendant  instantly  raised  her,  and 
placed  her  on  a  sofa.  Mrs.  Payson  saw  how 
resolutely  Amelius  struggled  to  control  him- 
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self,  and  felt  for  him  witli  all  her  heart. 
Turning  aside  for  a  moment,  she  hastily  wrote 
a  few  lines,  and  returned  to  him.  "  Gro, 
before  we  revive  her,"  she  whispered ;  "  and 
give  what  I  have  written  to  the  coachman. 
You  shall  suffer  no  anxiety  that  I  can  spare 
you,"  said  the  excellent  woman  ;  ''  I  will  stay 
here  myself  to-night,  and  reconcile  her  to  the 
new  life." 

She  held  out  her  hand ;  Amelius  kissed  it 
in  silence.  Rufus  led  him  out.  Not  a  word 
dropped  from  his  lips  on  the  long  drive  back 
to  London. 

His  mind  was  disturbed  by  other  subjects 
besides  the  subject  of  Sally.  He  thought  of 
his  future,  darkened  by  the  doubtful  marriage- 
engagement  that  was  before  him.  Alone 
with  Rufus,  for  the  rest  of  the  evening,  he 
petulantly  misunderstood  the  sympathy  with 
which  the  kindly  American  regarded  him. 
Their  bedrooms  were  next  to  each  other. 
Rufus  heard  him  walking  restlessly  to  and 
fro,  and  now  and  then  talking  to  himself. 
After  a  while,  these  sounds  ceased.     He  was 
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evidently  worn  out,  and  was  getting  the  rest 
that  he  needed,  at  last. 

The  next  morning  he  received  a  few  lines 
from  Mrs.  Payson,  giving  a  favourable  ac- 
count of  Sally,  and  promising  further  particu- 
lars in  a  day  or  two. 

Encouraged  by  this  good  news,  revived  by 
a  long  night's  sleep,  he  went  towards  noon  to 
pay  his  postponed  visit  to  Regina.  At  that 
early  hour,  he  could  feel  sure  that  his  inter- 
view with  her  would  not  be  interrupted  by 
visitors.  She  received  him  quietly  and 
seriously,  pressing  his  hand  with  a  warmer 
fondness  than  usual.  He  had  anticipated 
some  complaint  of  his  absence  on  the  previous 
day,  and  some  severe  allusion  to  his  appear- 
ance in  the  capacity  of  a  Socialist  lecturer. 
Regina's  indulgence,  or  Regina's  interest  in 
circumstances  of  more  pressing  importance, 
preserved  a  merciful  silence  on  both  subjects. 

"It  is  a  comfort  to  me  to  see  you,  Amelius," 
she  said ;  "I  am  in  trouble  about  my  uncle, 
and  I  am  weary  of  my  own  anxious  thoughts. 
Something  unpleasant  has  happened  in  Mr. 
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Farnaby's  business.  He  goes  to  the  City 
earlier,  and  he  returns  much  later,  than  usual. 
When  he  does  come  back,  he  doesn't  speak  to 
me — he  locks  himself  into  his  room :  and  he 
looks  worn  and  haggard  when  I  make  his 
breakfast  for  him  in  the  morning.  You  know 
that  he  is  one  of  the  directors  of  the  new 
bank  ?  There  was  something  about  the  bank 
in  the  newspaper  yesterday  which  upset  him 
dreadfully  ;  he  put  down  his  cup  of  coffee — 
and  went  away  to  the  City,  without  eating 
his  breakfast.  I  don't  like  to  worry  you 
about  it,  Amelius.  But  my  aunt  seems  to 
take  no  interest  in  her  husband's  affairs — and 
it  is  really  a  relief  to  me  to  talk  of  my  troubles 
to  you.  I  have  kept  the  newspaper  ;  do  look 
at  what  it  says  about  the  bank,  and  tell  me  if 
you  understand  it." 

Amelius  read  the  passage  pointed  out  to 
him.  He  knew  as  little  of  banking  business 
as  Regina.  "  So  far  as  I  can  make  it  out," 
he  said,  "  they're  paying  away  money  to  their 
shareholders  which  they  haven't  earned. 
How  do  they  do  that,  I  wonder  ?  " 
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Regiiia  changed  the  subject  in  despair. 
She  asked  Amelius  if  he  had  found  new 
lodgings.  Hearing  that  he  had  not  yet 
succeeded  in  the  search  for  a  residence,  she 
opened  a  drawer  of  her  work-table,  and  took 
out  a  card. 

"  The  brother  of  one  of  my  schoolfellows 
is  going  to  be  married,"  she  said.  "  He  has 
a  pretty  bachelor  cottage  in  the  neighbour- 
hood of  the  Eegent's  Park — and  he  wants 
to  sell  it,  with  the  furniture,  just  as  it  is. 
I  don't  know  whether  you  care  to  encumber 
yourself  with  a  little  house  of  your  own. 
His  sister  has  asked  me  to  distribute  some 
of  his  cards,  with  the  address  and  the  par- 
ticulars. It  might  be  worth  your  while, 
perhaps,  to  look  at  the  cottage  when  you  pass 
that  way." 

Amelius  took  the  card.  The  small  feminine 
restraints  and  gentlenesses  of  Regina,  her 
quiet  even  voice,  her  serene  grace  of  move- 
ment, had  a  pleasantly  soothing  effect  on 
his  mind  after  the  anxieties  of  the  last  four 
and  twenty  hours.    He  looked  at  her  bending 
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over  her  embroidery,  deftly  and  gracefully 
industrious — and  drew  his  chair  closer  to 
her.  She  smiled  softly  over  her  work,  con- 
scious that  he  was  admiring  her,  and  placidly 
pleased  to  receive  the  tribute. 

"  I  would  buy  the  cottage  at  once,"  said 
Amelius,  "if  I  thought  you  would  come 
and  live  in  it  with  me." 

She  looked  up  gravely,  with  her  needle 
suspended  in  her  hand. 

"  Don't  let  us  return  to  that,"  she  an- 
swered, and  went  on  again  with  her  em- 
broidery. 

"  Why  not  ?  "  Amelius  asked. 

She  persisted  in  working,  as  industriously 
as  if  she  had  been  a  poor  needlewoman,  with 
serious  reasons  for  being  eager  to  get  her 
money.  "  It  is  useless,"  she  replied,  ''  to  speak 
of  what  cannot  be  for  some  time  to  come." 

Amelius  stopped  the  progress  of  the  cm- 
broidery  by  taking  her  hand.  Her  devotion 
to  her  work  irritated  him. 

"  Look  at  me,  E-egina,"  he  said,  steadily 
controlling    himself.       "  I    want   to   propose 
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that  we  shall  give  way  a  little  on  both  sides. 
I  won't  hurry  you ;  I  will  wait  a  reasonable 
time.  If  I  promise  that,  surely  yon  may 
yield  a  little  in  return.  Money  seems  to  be 
a  hard  taskmaster,  my  darling,  after  what 
you  have  told  me  about  your  uncle.  See 
how  he  suffers  because  he  is  bent  on  being 
rich ;  and  ask  yourself  if  it  isn't  a  warning 
to  us  not  to  follow  his  example  !  Would  you 
like  to  see  me  too  wretched  to  speak  to  you, 
or  to  eat  my  breakfast — and  all  for  the  sake 
of  a  little  outward  show  ?  Come,  come !  let 
"US  think  of  ourselves.  Why  should  we 
waste  the  best  days  of  our  life  apart,  when 
we  are  both  free  to  be  happy  together  ?  I 
have   another   good   friend   besides  Rufus — 


the  good  friend  of  my  father  before  me. 
He  knows  all  sorts  of  great  people,  and  he 
will  help  me  to  some  employment.  In  six 
months'  time  I  might  have  a  little  salary 
to  add  to  my  income.  Say  the  sweetest 
words,  my  darling,  that  ever  fell  from  your 
lips — say  you  will  marry  me  in  six  months  !  " 
It  was  not  in  a  woman's  nature  to  be  in- 
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sensible  to  sucli  pleading  as  this.  She  all 
but  vielded.  "  I  should  like  to  say  it,  dear  !  " 
she  answered,  with  a  little  fluttering  sigh. 

"  Say  it,  then ! "  Amelius  suggested  tenderly. 

She  took  refuD-e  ao-ain  in  her  embroidery. 
"  If  you  would  only  giye  me  a  little  time," 
she  suggested,  "  I  might  say  it." 

*'  Time  for  what,  my  own  loye  ?  " 

"  Time  to  wait,  dear,  till  my  uncle  is  not 
cpite  so  anxious  as  he  is  now." 

"  Don't  talk  of  your  uncle,  Regina  !  You 
know  as  well  as  I  do  what  he  would  say. 
Good  heayens !  why  can't  you  decide  for 
yourself  ?  No !  I  don't  want  to  hear  over 
again  about  what  you  owe  to  Mr.  Farnaby 
— I  heard  enough  of  it  on  that  day  in  the 
shrubbery.  Oh,  my  dear  girl,  do  haye  some 
feeling  for  me !  do  for  once  haye  a  will  of 
your  own ! " 

Those  last  words  were  an  offence  to  her 
self-esteem.  "  I  think  it's  yery  rude  to  tell 
me  I  have  no  will  of  my  own,"  she  said, 
''  and  yery  hard  to  press  me  in  this  way 
when   you    know   I   am   in    trouble."      The 
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inevitable  liandkerchief  appeared,  adding 
emphasis  to  the  protest — and  the  becoming 
tears  showed  themselves  modestly  in  Regina's 
magnificent  eyes. 

Amelias  started  out  of  his  chair,  and 
walked  away  to  the  window.  That  last  re- 
ference to  Mr.  Farnaby's  pecuniary  cares 
was  more  than  he  had  patience  to  endure. 
"  She  can't  even  forget  her  uncle  and  his 
bank,"  he  thought,  '^  when  I  am  speaking 
to  her  of  our  marriage  !  " 

He  kept  his  face  hidden  from  her,  at 
the  window.  By  some  subtle  process  of 
association  which  he  was  unable  to  trace, 
the  image  of  Simple  Sally  rose  in  his  mind. 
An  irresistible  influence  forced  him  to  think 
of  her — not  as  the  poor,  starved,  degraded, 
half-witted  creature  of  the  streets,  but  as 
the  grateful  girl  who  had  asked  for  no 
happier  future  than  to  be  his  servant,  who 
had  dropped  senseless  at  his  feet  at  the  bare 
prospect  of  parting  with  him.  His  sense 
of  self-respect,,  his  loyalty  to  his  betrothed 
wife,  resolutely  resisted  the  unworthy  con- 
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elusion  to  which  his  own  thoughts  were 
leading  him.  He  turned  back  again  to 
Regina ;  he  spoke  so  loudly  and  so  vehemently 
that  the  gathering  flow  of  her  tears  was 
suspended  in  surprise.  "  You're  right,  you're 
quite  right,  my  dear !  I  ought  to  give  you 
time,  of  course.  I  try  to  control  my  hasty 
temper,  but  I  don't  always  succeed — just  at 
first.  Pray  forgive  me ;  it  shall  be  exactly 
as  you  wish." 

Regina  forgave  him,  with  a  gentle  and 
ladvlike  astonishment  at  the  excitable  manner 
in  which  he  made  his  excuses.  She  even 
neglected  her  embroidery,  and  put  her  face 
up  to  him  to  be  kissed.  ''  You  are  so  nice, 
dear,"  she  said,  "  when  you  are  not  violent 
and  unreasonable.  It  is  such  a  pity  you 
were  brought  up  in  xVmerica.  Won't  you 
stay  to  lunch  ?  " 

Happily  for  Amelius,  the  footman  appeared 
at  this  critical  moment  with  a  message  :  "  My 
mistress  wishes  particularly  to  see  you,  sir, 
before  you  go." 

This   was   the   first   occasion,    in    the   ex- 
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perience  of  the  lovers,  on  wliicli  Mrs.  Farnaby 
had  expressed  her  wishes  through  the  medium 
of  a  servant,  instead  of  apjoearing  personally. 
The  curiosity  of  Regina  was  mildly  excited. 
"  What  a  very  odd  message ! "  she  said ; 
"  what  does  it  mean  ?  My  aunt  went  out 
earlier  than  usual  this  morning,  and  I  have 
not  seen  her  since.  I  wonder  whether  she 
is  going  to  consult  you  about  my  uncle's 
affairs  ?  " 

"  I'll  go  and  see,"  said  Amelius. 

"  And  stay  to  lunch  ?  "  Regina  reiterated. 

'*  Not  to-day,  my  dear." 

"  To-morrow,  then  ?  " 

"  Yes,  to-morrow."  So  he  escaped.  As 
he  opened  the  door,  he  looked  back,  and 
kissed  his  hand.  Regina  raised  her  head 
for  a  moment,  and  smiled  charmingly.  She 
was  hard  at  work  again  over  her  embroidery. 
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CHAPTER  Y. 

The  door  of  Mrs.  Farnaby's  ground-floor 
room,  at  the  back  of  the  house,  was  partially 
open.     She  was  on  the  watch  for  Amelius. 

"  Come  in !  "  she  cried,  the  moment  he 
appeared  in  the  hall.  She  pulled  him  into 
the  room,  and  shut  the  door  with  a  bano;. 
Her  face  was  flushed,  her  eyes  were  wild. 
"  I  have  something  to  tell  you,  you  dear 
good  fellow,"  she  burst  out  excitedly — "some- 
thing in  confidence,  between  you  and  me !  " 
She  paused,  and  looked  at  him  with  sudden 
anxiety  and  alarm.  "  What's  the  matter  with 
you  ?  "  she  asked. 

The  sight  of  the  room,  the  reference  to  a 
secret,  the  prospect  of  another  private  con- 
ference, forced  back  the  mind  of  Amelius,  in 


238  TEE  FALLEN  LEAVES. 

one  breathless  instant,  to  his  first  memorable 
interview  with  Mrs.  Farnaby.  The  mother's 
piteonsly  hopeful  words,  in  speaking  of  her 
lost  daug4iter,  rang  in  his  ears  again  as  if 
they  had  just  fallen  from  her  lips.  "  She 
may  be  lost  in  the  labyrinth  of  London.  .  .  . 
To-morrow,  or  ten  years  hence,  you  might 
meet  with  her."  There  were  a  hundred 
chances  against  it — a  thousand,  ten  thousand 
chances  against  it.  The  startling  possibility 
flashed  across  his  brain,  nevertheless,  like  a 
sudden  flow  of  daylight  across  the  dark. 
"  Have  I  met  with  her,  at  the  first  chance  ?  " 

"  Wait !  "  he  cried  ;  ''  I  have  something  to 
say  before  you  speak  to  me.  "  Don't  deceive 
yourself  with  vain  hopes.  Promise  me  that, 
before  I  begin." 

She  waved  her  hand  derisively.  "  Hopes?" 
she  repeated ;  "  I  have  done  with  hopes,  I 
have  done  with  fears — I  have  got  to  cer- 
tainties, at  last ! " 

He  was  too  eager  to  heed  anything  that 
she  said  to  him  ;  his  whole  soul  was  absorbed 
in   the    coming    disclosure.       "  Two    nights 
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since,"  he  went  on,  "  I  was  wandering  about 
London,  and  I  met " 

She  burst  out  laughing.  "  Go  on !  "  she 
cried,  with  a  wild  derisive  s^aiety. 

Amelius  stopped,  perplexed  and  startled. 
'^  What  are  you  laughing  at  ?  "  he  asked, 

"  Gro  on  !  "  she  repeated.  ^'  I  defy  you  to 
surprise  me.  Out  with  it !  AYhom  did  you 
meet  ?  " 

Amelius  proceeded  doubtfully,  by  a  word 
at  a  time.  ''  I  met  a  poor  girl  in  the  streets," 
he  said,  steadily  watching  her. 

She  changed  completely  at  those  words ; 
she  looked  at  him  with  an  aspect  of  stern 
reproach.  ''  No  more  of  it,"  she  interposed  ; 
"  I  have  not  waited  all  these  miserable  years 
for  such  a  horrible  end  as  that."  Her  face 
suddenly  brightened;  a  radiant  effusion  of 
tenderness  and  triumph  flowed  over  it,  and 
made  it  young  and  happy  again.  "  Ame- 
lius !  "  she  said,  "  listen  to  this.  Islj  dream 
has  come  true — my  girl  is  found !  Thanks 
to  you,  though  you  don't  know  it." 

Amelius  looked  at  her.     Was  she  speaking 
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of  something  that  had  really  happened  ?  or 
had  she  been  dreaming  again  ? 

Absorbed  in  her  own  happiness,  she  made 
no  remark  on  his  silence.  "  I  have  seen  the 
woman,"  she  went  on.  "  This  bright  blessed 
morning  I  have  seen  the  woman  who  took 
her  away  in  the  first  days  of  her  poor  little 
life.  The  wretch  swears  she  was  not  to 
blame.  I  tried  to  forgive  her.  Perhaps  I 
almost  did  forgive  her,  in  the  joy  of  hearing 
what  she  had  to  tell  me.  I  should  never 
have  heard  it,  Ameliiis,  if  you  had  not  given 
that  glorious  lecture.  The  woman  was  one 
of  your  audience.  She  would  never  have 
spoken  of  those  past  days  ;  she  would  never 
have  thought  of  me " 

At  those  words,  Mrs.  Farnaby  abruptly 
stopped,  and  turned  her  face  away  from 
Amelius.  After  waiting  a  little,  finding  her 
still  silent,  still  immovable,  he  ventured  on 
putting  a  question. 

^'  Are  you  sure  you  are  not  deceived  ? " 
he  asked.  "  I  remember  you  told  me  that 
rogues  had  tried  to  impose  on  you,  in  past 
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times  when  you  employed  people  to  find 
her." 

"  I  have  proof  that  I  am  not  being  imposed 
upon,"  Mrs.  Farnaby  answered,  still  keeping 
her  face  hidden  from  him.  "  One  of  them 
knows  of  the  fault  in  her  foot." 

''  One  of  them?"  Amelius  repeated.  ^'How 
many  of  them  are  there  ?  " 

"  Two.  The  old  woman,  and  a  young- 
man." 

"  What  are  their  names  ?  " 

"  They  won't  tell  me  their  names  yet." 

"  Isn't  that  a  little  suspicious  ?  " 

"  One  of  them  knows,"  Mrs.  Farnaby  reiter- 
ated, ''of  the  fault  in  her  foot." 

"  May  I  ask  which  of  them  knows  ?  The 
old  woman,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  No,  the  young  man." 

"  That's  strange,  isn't  it  ?  Have  you  seen 
the  young  man  ?  " 

"  I  know  nothing  of  him,  except  the  little 
that  the  woman  told  me.  He  has  written  me 
a  letter." 

"  May  I  look  at  it  ?  " 

VOL.  II.  n 
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"  I  daren't  let  yon  look  at  it !  " 

Amelius  said  no  more.  If  he  had  felt  the 
smallest  snspicion  that  the  disclosnre  volun- 
teered by  Mrs.  Farnaby,  at  their  first  inter- 
view, had  been  overheard  by  the  unknown 
person  who  had  opened  the  swinging  window 
in  the  kitchen,  he  might  have  recalled 
Phoebe's  vindictive  language  at  his  lodgings, 
and  the  doubts  suggested  to  him  by  his 
discovery  of  the  vagabond  waiting  for  her 
in  the  street.  As  it  was,  he  was  simply 
puzzled.  The  one  plain  conclusion  to  his 
mind  was,  unhappily,  the  natural  conclu- 
sion after  what  he  had  heard — that  Mrs. 
Farnaby  had  no  sort  of  interest  in  the  dis- 
covery of  Simple  Sally,  and  that  he  need 
trouble  himself  with  no  further  anxiety  in 
that  matter.  Strange  as  Mrs.  Farnaby 's 
mysterious  revelation  seemed,  her  correspon- 
dent's knowledge  of  the  fault  in  the  foot  was 
a  circumstance  in  his  favour,  beyond  dispute. 
Amelius  still  wondered  inwardly  how  it  was 
that  the  woman  who  had  taken  charge  of 
the  child  had  failed  to  discover  what  appeared 
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to  be  known  to  another  person.  If  lie  had 
been  aware  that  Mrs.  Sowler's  occupation  at 
the  time  was  the  occupation  of  a  "  baby- 
farmer,"  and  that  she  had  many  other  de- 
serted children  pining  under  her  charge,  he 
might  have  easily  understood  that  she  was 
the  last  person  in  the  world  to  trouble  herself 
with  a  minute  examination  of  any  one  of  the 
unfortunate  little  creatures  abandoned  to  her 
drunken  and  merciless  neglect.  Jervy  had 
satisfied  himself,  before  he  trusted  her  with 
his  instructions,  that  she  knew  no  more  than 
the  veriest  stranger  of  any  peculiarity  in  one 
or  the  other  of  the  child's  feet. 

Interpreting  Mrs.  Farnaby's  last  reply  to 
him  as  an  intimation  that  their  interview  was 
at  an  end,  Amelius  took  up  his  hat  to  go. 

"  I  hope  with  all  my  heart,"  he  said,  '^  that 
what  has  begun  so  well  will  end  well.  If 
there  is  any  service  that  I  can  do  for 
you " 

She  drew  nearer  to  him,  and  put  her  hand 
gently  on  his  shoulder.  "  Don't  think  that 
I  distrust  you,"  she  said  very  earnestly  ;  "  I 
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am  -an willing  to  shock  you — that  is  all. 
Even  this  great  joy  has  a  dark  side  to  it ; 
my  miserable  married  life  casts  its  shadow 
on  everything  that  happens  to  me.  Keep 
secret  from  everybody  the  little  that  I  have 
told  you — you  will  ruin  me  if  you  say  one 
word  of  it  to  any  living  creature.  I  ought 
not  to  have  opened  my  heart  to  you — but 
how  could  I  help  it,  when  the  happiness  that 
is  coming  to  me  has  come  through  you  ? 
When  you  say  good-bye  to  me  to-day,  Ame- 
lius,  you  say  good-bye  to  me  for  the  last  time 
in  this  house.  I  am  going  away.  Don't  ask 
me  why — that  is  one  more  among  the  things 
which  I  daren't  tell  you !  You  shall  hear 
from  me,  or  see  me — I  promise  that.  Grive 
me  some  safe  address  to  write  to  ;  some  place 
where  there  are  no  inquisitive  women  who 
may  open  my  letter  in  your  absence." 

She  handed  him  her  pocket-book.  Amelius 
wrote  down  in  it  the  address  of  his  club.  . 

She  took  his  hand.  "  Think  of  me  kindly," 
she  said.  "  And,  once  more,  don't  be  afraid 
of  my  being  deceived.     There  is  a  hard  part 
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of  me  still  left  which  keeps  me  on  my  guard. 
The  old  woman  tried,  this  morning,  to  make 
me  talk  to  her  about  that  little  fault  we  know 
of  in  my  child's  foot.  But  I  thought  to  my- 
self, '  If  you  had  taken  a  proper  interest  in 
my  poor  baby  while  she  was  with  you,  you 
must  sooner  or  later  have  found  it  out.'  Not 
a  word  passed  my  lips.  No,  no,  don't  be 
anxious  when  you  think  of  me.  I  am  as 
sharp  as  they  are ;  I  mean  to  find  out  how 
the  man  who  wrote  to  me  discovered  what 
he  knows ;  he  shall  satisfy  me,  I  promise  you, 
when  I  see  him  or  hear  from  him  next.  All 
this  is  between  ourselves — strictly,  sacredly 
between  ourselves.  Say  nothing — I  know  I 
can  trust  you.  Good-bye,  and  forgive  me 
for  having  been  so  often  in  your  way  with 
Regina.  I  shall  never  be  in  your  way  again. 
Marry  her,  if  you  think  she  is  good  enough 
for  you ;  I  have  no  more  interest  now  in  your 
being  a  roving  bachelor,  meeting  with  girls 
here,  there,  and  everywhere.  You  shall  know 
how  it  goes  on.     Oh,  I  am  so  happy  !  " 

She  burst  into  tears,  and  signed  to  Amelius 
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with  a  wild  gesture  of  entreaty  to  leave 
her. 

He  pressed  her  hand  in  silence,  and  went  out. 

Almost  as  the  door  closed  on  him,  the  vari- 
able woman  chano;ed  a&'ain.  For  a  while  she 
walked  rapidly  to  and  fro,  talking  to  herself. 
The  course  of  her  tears  ceased.  Her  lips 
closed  firmly  ;  her  eyes  assumed  an  expression 
of  savage  resolve.  She  sat  down  at  the  table 
and  opened  her  desk.  "  I'll  read  it  once 
more,"  she  said  to  herself,  "  before  I  seal 
it  up. 

She  took  from  her  desk  a  letter  of  her  own 
writing,  and  spread  it  out  before  her.  With 
her  elbows  on  the  table,  and  her  hands  clasped 
fiercely  in  her  hair,  she  read  these  lines 
addressed  to  her  husband  : — 

"  John  Farnaby, — I  have  always  susj^ected 
that  you  had  something  to  do  with  the  dis- 
appearance of  our  child.  I  know  for  certain 
now  that  you  deliberately  cast  your  infant 
daughter  on  the  mercy  of  the  world,  and 
condemned  your  wife  to  a  life  of  wretchedness. 
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'•  Don't  suppose  that  I  have  been  deceived ! 
I  have  spoken  with  the  womam  who  waited  by 
the  garden-23aling  at  Ramsgate,  and  who  took 
the  child  from  your  hands.  She  saw  you 
with  me  at  the  lecture ;  and  she  is  absolutely 
sure  that  you  are  the  man. 

'•  Thanks  to  the  meeting  at  the  lecture- 
hall,  I  am  at  last  on  the  trace  of  my  lost 
daughter.  This  morning  I  heard  the  woman's 
story.  She  kept  the  child,  on  the  chance  of  its 
being  reclaimed,  until  she  could  afford  to  keep 
it  no  longer.  She  met  with  a  person  who 
was  willing  to  adopt  it,  and  who  took  it  away 
with  her  to  a  foreign  country,  not  mentioned 
to  me  yet.  In  that  country  my  daughter  is 
still  living,  and  will  be  restored  to  me  on 
conditions  which  will  be  communicated  in  a 
few  days'  time. 

"  Some  of  this  story  may  be  true,  and 
some  of  it  may  be  false ;  the  woman  may  be 
lying  to  serve  her  own  interests  with  me. 
Of  one  thing  I  am  sure — my  girl  is  iden- 
tified, by  means  known  to  me  of  which  there 
can   be  no    doubt.     And   she   must   be   still 
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living,  because  the  interest  of  the  persons 
treating  with  me  is  an  interest  in  her  life. 

'^  When  you  receive  this  letter,  on  your 
return  from  business  to-night,  I  shall  have 
left  you,  and  left  you  for  ever.  The  bare 
thought  of  even  looking  at  you  again  fills 
me  with  horror.  I  have  my  own  income, 
and  I  mean  to  take  my  own  way.  In  your 
best  interests  I  warn  you,  make  no  attempt 
to  trace  me.  I  declare  solemnly  that,  rather 
than  let  your  deserted  daughter  be  polluted 
by  the  sight  of  you,  I  would  kill  you  with 
my  own  hand,  and  die  for  it  on  the  scaffold. 
If  she  ever  asks  for  her  father,  I  will  do  you 
one  service.  For  the  honour  of  human 
nature,  I  will  tell  her  that  her  father  is 
dead.  It  will  not  be  all  a  falsehood.  I  re- 
pudiate you  and  your  name — you  are  dead 
to  me  from  this  time  forth. 

"  I  sign  myself  by  my  father's  name — 


"  Emma  Ronald. 


?j 


She  had  said  herself  that  she  was  unwilling 
to  shock  Amelius.     This  was  the  reason. 


THE  FALLEN  LEAVES.  240 

After  thinking  a  little,  she  sealed  and 
directed  the  letter.  This  done,  she  unlocked 
the  wooden  press  which  had  once  contained 
the  baby's  frock  and  cap,  and  those  other 
memorials  of  the  past  which  she  called  her 
''  dead  consolations."  After  satisfying  her- 
self that  the  press  was  empty,  she  wrote 
on  a  card,  ''To  be  called  for  by  a  messenger 
from  my  bankers  " — and  tied  the  card  to  a 
tin  box  in  a  corner,  secured  by  a  padlock. 
She  lifted  the  box,  and  placed  it  in  front  of 
the  press,  so  that  it  might  be  easily  visible 
to  any  one  entering  the  room.  The  safe 
keeping  of  her  treasures  provided  for,  she 
took  the  sealed  letter,  and,  ascending  the 
stairs,  placed  it  on  the  table  in  her  husband's 
dressing-room.  She  hurried  out  again,  the 
instant  after,  as  if  the  sight  of  the  place  were 
intolerable  to  her. 

Passing  to  the  other  end  of  the  corridor, 
she  entered  her  own  bedchamber,  and  put 
on  her  bonnet  and  cloak.  A  leather  handbag 
was  on  the  bed.  She  took  it  up,  and  looked 
round    the    large    luxurious    room    witli    a 


250  TEE  FALLEN  LEAVES. 

shudder  of  disgust.  What  she  had  suffered, 
within  those  four  walls,  no  human  creature 
knew  but  herself.  She  hurried  out,  as  she 
had  hurried  out  of  her  husband's  dressing- 
room. 

Her  niece  was  still  in  the  drawing-room. 
As  she  reached  the  door,  she  hesitated,  and 
stopped.  The  girl  was  a  good  girl,  in  her 
own  dull  placid  way — and  her  sister's 
daughter,  too.  A  last  little  act  of  kindness 
would  perhaps  be  a  welcome  act  to  remember. 
She  opened  the  door  so  suddenly  that  Regina 
started,  with  a  small  cry  of  alarm.  "  Oh, 
aunt,  how  you  frighten  one  !  Are  you  going 
out  ?  "  "  Yes  ;  I'm  going  out,"  was  the  short 
answer.  "  Come  here.  Give  me  a  kiss." 
Regina  looked  up  in  wide-eyed  astonishment. 
Mrs.  Farnaby  stamped  impatiently  on  the 
floor.  Regina  rose,  gracefully  bewildered. 
"  My  dear  aunt,  how  very  odd  !  "  she  said — 
and  gave  the  kiss  demanded,  with  a  serenely 
surprised  elevation  of  her  finely  shaped  eye- 
brows. ''  Yes,"  said  Mrs.  Farnaby  ;  "  that's 
it — one  of  my  oddities.  Go  back  to  your 
work.     Good-bye." 
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She  left  the  room,  as  abruptly  as  she  had 
entered  it.  With  her  firm  heavy  step  she 
descended  to  the  hall,  passed  out  at  the  house 
door,  and  closed  it  behind  her — never  to 
return  to  it  again. 


252  THE  FALLEN  LEAVES. 


CHAPTER  YI. 

Amelius  left  Mrs.  Farnaby,  troubled  bj 
emotions  of  confusion  and  alarm,  wliicli  he 
was  tbe  last  man  living  to  endure  patiently. 
Her  extraordinary  story  of  the  discovered 
daughter,  the  still  more  startling  assertion 
of  her  resolution  to  leave  the  house,  the 
absence  of  any  plain  explanation,  the  burden 
of  secrecy  imposed  on  him — all  combined 
together  to  irritate  his  sensitive  nerves.  "  I 
hate  mysteries,"  he  thought ;  ''  and  ever  since 
I  landed  in  England,  I  seem  fated  to  be 
mixed  up  in  them.  Does  she  really  mean  to 
leave  her  husband  and  her  niece  ?  What 
will  Farnaby  do  ?  What  will  become  of 
Regina  ?  " 

To  think  of  Regina  was  to  think  of  the 
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new  repulse  of  which  he  had  been  made  the 
subject.  Again  he  had  appealed  to  her  love 
for  him,  and  ao'ain  she  had  refused  to  marrv 
him  at  his  own  time. 

He  was  esjoecially  perplexed  and  angrj, 
when  he  reflected  on  the  unassailably  strong 
influence  which  her  uncle  appeared  to  have 
over  her.  All  Regina's  sympathy  was  with 
Mr.  Farnabv  and  his  troubles.  Amelius 
might  have  understood  her  a  little  better,  if 
she  had  told  him  what  had  passed  between 
her  uncle  and  herself  on  the  night  of  Mr. 
Farnaby's  return,  in  a  state  of  indignation, 
from  the  lecture.  In  terror  of  the  eno-ao-e- 
ment  being  broken  off,  she  had  been  forced 
to  confess  that  she  was  too  fond  of  Amelius 
to  prevail  on  herself  to  part  with  him.  If  he 
attempted  a  second  exposition  of  his  Socialist 
principles  on  the  platform,  she  owned  that 
it  might  be  impossible  to  receive  him  again 
as  a  suitor.  But  she  pleaded  hard  for  the 
granting  of  a  pardon  to  the  first  offence,  in 
the  interests  of  her  own  tranquillity,  if  not 
in  mercy  to  Amelius.     Mr.  Farnaby,  already 
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troubled  by  his  commercial  anxieties,  had 
listened  more  amiably,  and  also  more 
absently,  than  usual ;  and  had  granted  her 
petition  with  the  ready  indulgence  of  a 
preoccupied  man.  It  had  been  decided 
between  them  that  the  offence  of  the  lecture 
should  be  passed  over  in  discreet  silence. 
Regina's  gratitude  for  this  concession  in- 
spired her  sympathy  with  her  uncle  in  his 
present  state  of  suspense.  She  had  been 
sorely  tempted  to  tell  Amelius  what  had 
happened.  But  the  natural  reserve  of  her 
character — fortified,  in  this  instance,  by  the 
defensive  pride  which  makes  a  woman  un- 
willing, before  marriage,  to  confess  her 
weakness  unreservedly  to  the  man  who  has 
caused  it — had  sealed  her  lips.  "  When  he 
is  a  little  less  violent  and  a  little  more 
humble,"  she  thought,  "  perhaps  I  may  tell 
him." 

So  it  fell  out  that  Amelius  took  his  way 
through  the  streets,  a  mystified  and  an  angry 
man. 

Arrived  in  sight  of  the  hotel,  he  stopped, 
and  looked  about  him. 
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It  was  impossible  to  disguise  from  himself 
that  a  lurking  sense  of  regret  was  making 
itself  felt,  in  his  present  frame  of  mind,  when 
he  thought  of  Simple  Sally.  In  all  pro- 
bability, he  would  have  quarrelled  with  any 
man  who  had  accused  him  of  actually 
lamenting  the  girl's  absence,  and  wanting 
her  back  again.  He  happened  to  recollect 
her  artless  blue  eyes,  with  their  vague 
patient  look,  and  her  quaint  childish  ques- 
tions put  so  openly  in  so  sweet  a  voice — and 
that  was  all.  Was  there  anything  repre- 
hensible, if  you  please,  in  an  act  of  remem- 
brance ?  Comforting  himself  with  these 
considerations,  he  moved  on  again  a  step 
or  two — and  stopped  once  more.  In  his 
present  humour,  he  shrank  from  facing 
Rufus.  The  American  read  him  like  a  book ; 
the  American  would  ask  irritating  ques- 
tions. He  turned  his  back  on  the  hotel,  and 
looked  at  his  watch.  As  he  took  it  out,  his 
finger  and  thumb  touched  something  else  in 
his  waistcoat-pocket.  It  was  the  card  that 
Regina  had  given  to  him — the  card  of  the 
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cottage  to  let.  He  had  notliing  to  do,  and 
nowhere  to  go.  Why  not  look  at  the 
cottage  ?  If  it  proved  to  be  not  worth 
seeing,  the  Zoological  Gardens  were  in  the 
neighbourhood — and  there  are  periods  in  a 
man's  life  when  he  finds  the  society  that 
walks  on  four  feet  a  welcome  relief  from  the 
society  that  walks  on  two. 

It  was  a  fairly  fine  day.     He  turned  north- 
ward towards  the  Regent's  Park. 

The  cottage  was  in  a  by-road,  just  outside 
the  park  :  a  cottage  in  the  strictest  sense  of 
the  word.  A  sitting-room,  a  library,  and 
a  bedroom — all  of  small  proportions — and, 
under  them,  a  kitchen  and  two  more  rooms, 
represented  the  whole  of  the  little  dwelling 
from  top  to  bottom.  It  was  simply  and 
prettily  furnished ;  and  it  was  completely 
surrounded  by  its  own  tiny  plot  of  garden- 
ground.  The  library  especially  was  a  perfect 
little  retreat,  looking  out  on  the  back  garden  ; 
peaceful  and  shady,  and  adorned  with  book- 
cases of  old  carved  oak. 

Amelius    had    hardlv   looked    round    the 
room,  before  his  inflammable  brain  was   on 
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fire  with  a  new  idea.  Other  idle  men  in 
trouble  had  found  the  solace  and  the 
occupation  of  their  lives  in  books.  ^  hy 
should  he  not  be  one  of  them  ?  Why  not 
plunge  into  study  in  this  delightful  retire- 
ment— and  perhaps,  one  day,  astonish  Regina 
and  Mr.  Farnaby  by  bursting  on  the  world 
as  the  writer  of  a  famous  book  ?  Exactly  as 
Amelius,  two  days  since,  had  seen  himself  in 
the  future,  a  public  lecturer  in  receipt  of 
glorious  fees — so  he  now  saw  himself  the 
celebrated  scholar  and  writer  of  a  new  era  to 
come.  The  woman  who  showed  the  cottage 
happened  to  mention  that  a  gentleman  had 
already  looked  over  it  that  morning,  and  had 
seemed  to  like  it.  Amelius  instantly  gave 
her  a  shilling,  and  said,  "  I  take  it  on  the 
spot."  The  wondering  woman  referred  him 
to  the  house-agent's  address,  and  kept  at 
a  safe  distance  from  the  excitable  stranger 
as  she  let  him  out.  In  less  than  another 
hour,  Amelius  had  taken  the  cottage,  and  had 
returned  to  the  hotel  with  a  new  interest  in 
life  and  a  new  surprise  for  Rufus. 

VOL.  II.  s 
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As  usual,  in  cases  of  emergency,  the 
American  wasted  no  time  in  talking.  He 
went  out  at  once  to  see  the  cottage,  and  to 
make  his  own  inquiries  of  the  agent.  The 
result  amply  proved  that  Amelius  had  not 
been  imposed  upon.  If  he  repented  of  his 
bargain,  the  gentleman  who  had  first  seen 
the  cottage  was  ready  to  take  it  off  his  hands, 
at  a  moment's  notice. 

Groing  back  to  the  hotel,  Rufus  found 
Amelius  resolute  to  move  into  his  new  abode, 
and  eager  for  the  coming  life  of  study  and 
retirement.  Knowing  perfectly  well  before- 
hand how  this  latter  project  would  end,  the 
American  tried  the  efficacy  of  a  little  worldly 
temptation.  He  had  arranged,  he  said,  "  to 
have  a  good  time  of  it  in  Paris  ; "  and  he 
proposed  that  Amelius  should  be  his  com- 
panion. The  suggestion  produced  not  the 
slightest  effect ;  Amelius  talked  as  if  he  was 
a  confirmed  recluse,  in  the  decline  of  life. 
"  Thank  you,"  he  said,  with  the  most 
amazing  gravity ;  "I  prefer  the  company 
of    my    books,    and    the    seclusion    of    my 
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study.*'  This  declaration  was  followed  by 
more  sellino'-ont  of  money  in  the  Funds, 
and  by  a  visit  to  a  bookseller,  which  left 
a  handsome  pecuniary  result  inscribed  on 
the  right  side  of  the  ledger. 

On  the  next  day,  Amelius  presented  him- 
self towards  two  o'clock  at  Mr.  Farnaby's 
house.  He  was  not  so  selfishly  absorbed  in 
his  own  projects  as  to  forget  Mrs.  Farnaby. 
On  the  contrary,  he  was  honestly  anxious 
for  news  of  her. 

A  certain  middle-aged  man  of  business 
has  been  briefly  referred  to,  in  these  pages, 
as  one  of  Regina's  faithful  admirers,  patiently 
submitting  to  the  triumph  of  his  favoured 
young  rival.  This  gentleman,  issuing  from 
his  carriage  with  his  card-case  ready  in  his 
hand,  met  Amelius  at  the  door,  with  a  face 
which  announced  plainly  that  a  catastrophe 
had  happened.  "  You  have  heard  the  sad 
news,  no  doubt  ? "  he  said,  in  a  rich  bass 
voice  attuned  to  sadly  courteous  tones.  The 
servant  opened  the  door  before  Amelius 
could  answer.     After  a  contest  of  politeness, 
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the  middle-aged  gentleman  consented  to  make 
his  inquiries  first.  "  How  is  Mr.  Farnaby  ? 
No  better  ?  And  Miss  Eegina  ?  Yery  poorly, 
eh  ?  Dear,  dear  me !  Say  I  called,  if  you 
please."  He  handed  in  two  cards,  with  a 
severe  enjoyment  of  the  melancholy  occa- 
sion and  the  rich  bass  sounds  of  his  own 
voice.  "  Yery  sad,  is  it  not  ? "  he  said, 
addressing  his  youthful  rival  with  an  air  of 
paternal  indulgence.  "  Good  morning."  He 
bowed  with  melancholy  grace,  and  got  into 
his  carriage. 

Amelius  looked  after  the  prosperous  mer- 
chant, as  the  prancing  horses  drew  him 
away.  "  After  all,"  he  thought  bitterly, 
^'she  might  be  happier  with  that  rich  prig 
than  she  could  be  with  me."  He  stepped 
into  the  hall,  and  spoke  to  the  servant.  The 
man  had  his  message  ready.  Miss  Regina 
would  see  Mr.  Goldenheart,  if  he  would  be  so 
good  as  to  wait  in  the  dining-room. 

Regina  appeared,  pale  and  scared ;  her 
eyes  inflamed  with  weeping.  ''  Oh,  Amelius, 
can  you  tell  me  what  this  dreadful  misfortune 
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means  ?     ^Vhy  has  she  left  us  ?     When  she 
sent  for  you  yesterday,  what  did  she  say  ?  " 

In  his  position,  Amelius  could  make  but 
one  answer.  ''  Your  aunt  said  she  thought 
of  going  away.  But,"  he  added,  with  perfect 
truth,  "  she  refused  to  tell  me  why,  or  where 
she  was  going.  I  am  quite  as  much  at  a  loss 
to  understand  her  as  you  are.  What  does 
your  uncle  propose  to  do  ?  " 

Mr.  Farnaby's  conduct,  as  described  by 
Regina,  thickened  the  mystery — he  proposed 
to  do  nothing. 

He  had  been  found  on  the  hearth-ruo-  in 
his  dressing-room  ;  having  apparently  been 
seized  with  a  fit,  in  the  act  of  burning  some 
paper.  The  ashes  were  discovered  close  by 
him,  just  inside  the  fender.  On  his  recovery, 
his  first  anxiety  was  to  know  if  a  letter  had 
been  burnt.  Satisfied  on  this  point,  he  had 
ordered  the  servants  to  assemble  round  his  bed, 
and  had  peremptorily  forbidden  them  to  open 
the  door  to  their  mistress,  if  she  ever  returned 
at  any  future  time  to  the  house.  Eegina's 
questions  and  remonstrances,  when  she  was 
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left  alone  with  him,  were  answered,  once  for 
all,  in  these  pitiless  terms  : — "  If  you  wish  to 
deserve  the  fatherly  interest  that  I  take  in 
you,  do  as  I  do  :  forget  that  such  a  person  as 
your  aunt  ever  existed.  We  shall  quarrel, 
if  you  ever  mention  her  name  in  my  hearing 
again."  This  said,  he  had  instantly  changed 
the  subject ;  instructing  Regina  to  write  an 
excuse  to  '•  Mr.  Melton "  (otherwise,  the 
middle-aged  rival),  with  whom  he  had  been 
engaged  to  dine  that  evening.  Relating  this 
latter  event,  Regina's  ever-ready  gratitude 
overflowed  in  the  direction  of  Mr.  Melton. 
"  He  was  so  kind  !  he  left  his  guests  in  the 
evening,  and  came  and  sat  with  my  uncle  for 
nearly  an  hour."  Amelius  made  no  remark 
on  this  ;  he  led  the  conversation  back  to  the 
subject  of  Mrs.  Farnaby.  "  She  once  spoke 
to  me  of  her  lawyers,"  he  said.  "  Do  they 
know  nothing  about  her  ?  " 

The  answer  to  this  question  showed  that 
the  sternly  final  decision  of  Mr.  Farnaby  was 
matched  by  equal  resolution  on  the  part  of 
his  wife. 
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One  of  tlie  partners  in  the  legal  firm  had 
called  that  mornino:,  to  see  Eeo^ina  on  a 
matter  of  business.  Mrs.  Farnaby  had 
appeared  at  the  ofi&ce  on  the  previous  day, 
and  had  briefly  expressed  her  wish  to  make 
a  small  annual  provision  for  her  niece,  in 
case  of  future  need.  Declining  to  enter  into 
any  explanation,  she  had  waited  until  the 
necessary  document  had  been  drawn  out ; 
had  requested  that  Regina  might  be  informed 
of  the  circumstance ;  and  had  then  taken  her 
departure  in  absolute  silence.  Hearing  that 
she  had  left  her  husband,  the  lawyer,  like 
every  one  else,  was  completely  at  a  loss  to 
understand  what  it  meant. 

"And  what  does  the  doctor  say?"  Amelius 
asked  next. 

"  My  uncle  is  to  be  kept  perfectly  quiet," 
Regina  answered ;  "  and  is  not  to  return  to 
business  for  some  time  to  come.  Mr.  Melton, 
with  his  usual  kindness,  has  undertaken  to 
look  after  his  affairs  for  him.  Otherwise, 
my  uncle,  in  his  present  state  of  anxiety 
about  the  bank,  would  never  have  consented 
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to  obey  the  doctor's  orders.  When  he  can 
sately  travel,  he  is  recommended  to  go  abroad 
for  the  winter,  and  get  well  again  in  some 
warmer  climate.  He  refuses  to  leave  his 
business — and  the  doctor  refuses  to  take  the 
responsibility.  There  is  to  be  a  consultation 
of  physicians  to-morrow.  Oh,  Amelius,  I  was 
really  fond  of  my  aunt — I  am  heart-broken 
at  this  dreadful  change  !  " 

There  was  a  momentary  silence.  If  Mr. 
Melton  had  been  present,  he  would  have  said 
a  few  neatly  sympathetic  words.  Amelius 
knew  no  more  than  a  savage  of  the  art  of 
conventional  consolation.  Tadmor  had  made 
him  familiar  with  the  social  and  political 
questions  of  the  time,  and  had  taught  him  to 
speak  in  public.  But  Tadmor,  rich  in  books 
and  newspapers,  was  a  powerless  training 
institution  in  the  matter  of  small-talk. 

''  Suppose  Mr.  Farnaby  is  obliged  to  go 
abroad,"  he  suggested,  after  waiting  a  little, 
"  what  will  you  do  ?  " 

Regina  looked  at  him,  with  an  air  of 
melancholy  surprise.     ''  I  shall  do  my  duty. 
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of  course,"  she  answered  o-ravelv.  "  I  shall 
accompany  my  dear  uncle,  if  he  wishes  it." 
She  glanced  at  the  clock  on  the  mantelpiece. 
''  It  is  time  he  took  his  medicine,"  she 
resumed ;  ''  you  will  excuse  me,  I  am  sure." 
She  shook  hands,  not  verv  warmly — and 
hastened  out  of  the  room. 

Amelius  left  the  house,  with  a  conviction 
which  disheartened  him — the  conviction  that 
he  had  never  understood  Regina,  and  that 
he  was  not  likelv  to  understand  her  in  the 
future.  He  turned  for  relief  to  the  con- 
sideration of  Mr.  Farnaby's  strange  conduct, 
under  the  domestic  disaster  which  had  befallen 
him. 

Recalling  what  he  had  observed  for  him- 
self, and  what  he  had  heard  from  Mrs. 
Farnaby  when  she  had  first  taken  him  into 

her  confidence,  he  inferred  that  the  subject 
of  the  lost  child  had  not  only  been  a  subject 
of  estrangement  between  the  husband  and 
wife,  but  that  the  husband  was,  in  some  way, 
the  person  blamable  for  it.  Assuming  this 
theory  to  be  the  right  one,  there  would  be  * 
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serious  obstacles  to  the  meeting  of  the  mother 
and  child,  in  the  mother's  home.  The 
departure  of  Mrs.  Farnaby  was,  in  that  case, 
no  longer  unintelligible — and  Mr.  Farnaby's 
otherwise  inexplicable  conduct  had  the  light 
of  a  motive  thrown  on  it,  which  might  not 
unnaturally  influence  a  hard-hearted  man 
weary  alike  of  his  wife  and  his  wife's  troubles. 
Arriving  at  this  conclusion  by  a  far  shorter 
process  than  is  here  indicated,  Amelius 
pursued  the  subject  no  further.  At  the 
time  when  he  had  first  visited  the  Farnabys, 
Rufus  had  advised  him  to  withdraw  from 
closer  intercourse  with  them,  while  he  had 
the  chance.  In  his  present  mood,  he  was 
almost  in  danger  of  acknowledging  to  him- 
self that  Rufus  had  proved  to  be  right. 

He  lunched  with  his  American  friend  at 
the  hotel.  Before  the  meal  was  over,  Mrs. 
Pay  son  called,  to  say  a  few  cheering  words 
about  Sally. 

It  was  not  to  be  denied  that  the  girl 
remained  persistently  silent  and  reserved. 
In    other    respects    the   report   was    highly 
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favourable.  Slie  was  obedient  to  the  rules 
of  the  house;  she  was  always  ready  with 
any  little  services  that  she  could  render  to 
her  companions ;  and  she  was  so  eager  to 
improve  herself,  by  means  of  her  reading- 
lessons  and  writing-lessons,  that  it  was  not 
easy  to  induce  her  to  lay  aside  her  book  and 
her  slate.  When  the  teacher  offered  her 
some  small  reward  for  her  good  conduct, 
and  asked  what  she  would  like,  the  sad  little 
face  brightened,  and  the  faithful  creature's 
answer  was  always  the  same — "  I  should  like 
to  know  what  he  is  doing  now."  (Alas  for 
Sally  ! — "  he  "  meant  Amelius.) 

"  You  must  wait  a  little  longer  before  you 
write  to  her,"  Mrs.  Pay  son  concluded  ;  "  and 
you  must  not  think  of  seeing  her  for  some 
time  to  come.  I  know  you  will  help  us  by 
consenting  to  this — for  Sally's  sake." 

Amelius  bowed  in  silence.  He  would  not 
have  confessed  what  he  felt,  at  that  moment, 
to  any  living  soul — it  is  doubtful  if  he 
even  confessed  it  to  himself.  Mrs.  Pay  sou, 
observing  him  with  a  woman's  keen  sympathy. 
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relented  a  little.  "  I  might  give  lier  a 
message,"  the  good  lady  suggested — "just 
to  say  you  are  glad  to  hear  she  is  behaving 
so  well." 

"  Will  you  give  her  this  ?  "  Amelius  asked. 

He  took  from  his  pocket  a  little  photograph 
of  the  cottage,  which  he  had  noticed  on  the 
house-agent's  desk,  and  had  taken  away  with 
him.  "  It  is  my  cottage-  now,"  he  explained, 
in  tones  that  faltered  a  little  ;  "  I  am  going 
to  live  there  ;  Sally  might  like  to  see  it." 

''  Sally  shall  see  it,"  Mrs.  Payson  agreed — 
"  if  you  will  only  let  me  take  this  away 
first."  She  pointed  to  the  address  of  the 
cottage,  printed  under  the  photograph. 
Past  experience  in  the  Home  made  her 
reluctant  to  trust  Sally  with  the  address  in 
London  at  which  Amelius  was  to  be  found. 

Rufus  produced  a  huge  complex  knife,  out 
of  the  depths  of  which  a  pair  of  scissors 
burst  on  touching  a  spring.  Mrs.  Payson 
cut  off  the  address,  and  placed  the  photograph 
in  her  pocket-book.  "  Now,"  she  said,  "  Sally 
will  be  happy,  and  no  harm  can  come  of  it." 
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"  I've  known  voii,  ma'am,  nigh  on  twenty 
years,"  Rufus  remarked.  "  I  do  assure  you 
that's  the  first  rash  observation  I  ever  heard 
from  your  lips." 
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With  Facsimile  Sketches  by  the  Artist.  Demy  8vo,  with 
Facsimile  Plates,  is. 

Folio,  half-bound  boards,  India  proofs,  21s, 

Blake  (JVilliam). 

Etchings  fro7n  his  Works.      By  WiLLlAM  Bell  ScOTT.      With 

descriptive  Text. 

"  The  best  side  of  Blake's  work  is  gifcn  here,  and  makes  a  really  attracfive 
volume,  which  all  can  enjoy  .  .  .  The  etching  is  of  the  best  kind,  more  refined 
and  delicate  than  the  original  work." — Saturday  Review. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Illustrations,  7^'.  6d. 

Boccaccio* s  Decajneron  ; 

or,  Ten  Days*  Entertainment.  Translated  into  English,  with  an 
Introduction  by  Thomas  Wright,  Esq.,  M.A.,  F.S.A.  With 
Portrait,  and  Stothard's  beautiful  Copperplates. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  Ts.  6d. 

Brand's  Observations  on  Popular  Anti- 
quities^ chiefly  Illustrating  the  Origin  of  our  Vulgar  Customs, 
Ceremonies,  and  Superstitions.  With  the  Additions  of  Sir 
Henry  Ellis.  An  entirely  New  and  Revised  Edition,  with  fine 
full-page  Illustrations. 

MR.  BRET  HARTE'S  NEW  BOOK. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Bret  Hartes  An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog, 

and  other  Stories. 

*'  Few  modern  English-writing  humciitisis  Jiave  achie^^ed  the  popularity  of  Mr 
Bret  Harte.  He  has  passed,  so  to  speak,  beyond  book  fame  into  talk  fame.  People 
•who  may  never  perhaps  have  held  one  of  his  little  vohnnes  in  their  hands,  are  per- 
fectly familiar  with  some  at  least  of  their  contents  ■  .  .  .  Pictures  of  Californian 
camp-life,  ■unaf'proached  in  their  quaint  picturesrucness  and  deep  humaii  ijiterest." 
—Daily  News, 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  yj.  (>d, 

Bret  Harte  's  Select  Works, 

in   Prose    and   Poetry.      With    Introductory    Essay   by  J.    M. 

Bellew,  Portrait  of  the  Author,  and  50  Illustrations. 
"  Not  ma-fty  months  before  my  friend 's  ceaih,  he  had  sent  me  two  sketches  of 
a  young  American  urriter  (Bret  Harte),  far  away  in  California  (' The  Out- 
casts of  Poker  Flat,'  and  another),  in  which  he  had  found  stich  subtle  strokes 
of  character  as  he  had  not  a7iywhere  else  in  late  years  discovered  ;  the  mamier 
resembling  hiviself,  but  the  matter  fresh  to  a  degree  tJtat  had  surprised  him  ; 
the  painting  in  all  respects  tnasterly,  and  the  wild  rude  thing  painted  a  quite 
wonderful  reality.  I  have  rarely  known  hiTH  m.ore  honestly  moved" — FoRSTBR  S 
LiFK  OK  Dickens. 

Crown  8vo,  1,000  pages,  cloth  extra,  \2s.  6d. 

Brewers  (Dr.)  The  Reader's  Handbook 

of  Facts,  Characters,    Plots,    and  References.     By   the   Rev.   E. 
CoBHAM  Brewer,  LL.D.  U^  the  press. 

Small  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  full.page  Portraits,  4J.  6d. 

Brewster's    (Sir    David j    Martyrs   of 

Scienct. 
Small  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Astronomical  Plates,  4J-.  dd. 

Brewster's  (Sir  David)  More  Worlds 

than  One,  the  Creed  of  the  Philosopher  and  the   Hope  of  the 
Christian. 

Demy  8vo,  profusely  Illustrated  in  Colours,  price  3af. 

British  Flora  Medica : 

A  History  of  the  Medicinal  Plants  of  Great  Britain.  Illustrated 
by  a  Figure  of  each  Plant,  coloured  by  hand.  By  Benjamin  H. 
Barton,  F.L.S.,  and  Thomas  Castle,  M.D.,  F.R.S.  A  New 
Edition,  revised,  condensed,  and  partly  re-written,  by  John  R. 
Jackson,  A.  L.S.,  Curator  of  the  Museums  of  Economic  Botany, 
Royal  Gardens,  Kew. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Illustrations,  1$.  6d» 

Byron 's  Letters  and  Journals, 

With  Notices  of  his  Life.  By  Thomas  Moore.  A  Reprint  of 
the  Original  Edition,  newly  revised.  Complete  in  One  thick  Volume, 
with  Twelve  full-page  Plates. 

"  We  liave  read  this  book  with  the  greatest  pleasure.  Considered  merely  as  a 
composition,  it  deserves  to  be  classed  among  the  best  specimens  of  English  prose 
which  our  age  has  produced.  .  .  .  The  style  is  agreeable,  clear,  and  manly, 
and  when  it  rises  into  elogtience,  rises  without  effort  or  ostentation.  It  ivould 
be  difficult  to  name  a  book  which  exhibits  more  kindness,  fairness,  and  modesty.'* 
— Macaulav,  in  the  Edinburgh  Review. 
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The  Stothard  Bunyan. — Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  yj-.  6d. 

Bunyaii  's  Pilgrim  s  Progress, 

Edited   by   Rev.   T.   Scott.     With    17  beautiful  Steel  Plates  by 
Stothard,  engraved  by  Goodall  ;  and  numerous  Woodcuts. 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  I4J-. 

Campbell's  (Sir  G.J  PVhite  and  Black  in 

the  United  States.     By  Sir  George  Campbell,  M.P. 
Oblong  4to,  half-bound  boards,  lis, 

Ca7tters  in  Cra^npshire. 

By  G.  Bowers.     I.  Gallops  from  Gorseborough.    II.  Scrambles 
with  Scratch  Packs.     III.   Studies  with  Stag  Hounds. 

"  TJie  fr7iit  of  tJie  observation  of  an  artist  luho  has  an  eye  for  cJiaracter, 
a  sense  of  humour,  and  a  firm   and  ready  Juind  in   delineatiiig  characteristic 

details Altogether,  this  is   a  very  pleasa7it  volume  for  tfie  tables  of 

country  gentletneti,  or  of  those  tazun  gentlemen  who,  like  Mr.  Black's  hero  and 
heroine, divide  their  time  between'GreenPasti-ires  and  Piccadilly.'  " — Daily  News. 

^'  An  amusinsc  volume  of  sketclies  a7td  adventttres  in  the  hu7iting-field, 
drawn  with  great  spirit,  a  keen  sense  of  humour  and  fun,  and  7W  lack  of 
observation. " — Spectator. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ix.  6d. 

Carlyle    (Thomas)    On    the   Choice    of 

Books.      With  Portrait  and  Memoir. 


Small  4to,  cloth  gilt,  with  Coloured  Illustrations,  los.  6d. 

Chaucer  for  Childre7t : 

A  Golden  Key.     By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.    With  Eight  Coloured 

Pictures  and  numerous  Woodcuts  by  the  Author. 

"  ft  must  not  only  take  a  high  place  aTnong  the  Christmas  and  New  Year  books 
of  this  season,  but  is  also  of  perma^tent  value  as  an  introduction  to  the  study  of 
Chaucer,  whose  works,  in   selections  of  sotne  kind  or  other,  are  novu  text-books  in 
every  scJwol  that  aspires  to  give  sound  instruction  in  English." — Academy. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  'js.  6d, 

Caiman's  Htmiorous  Works: 

"Broad  Grins,"  "My  Nightgowm  and  Slippers,"  and  other 
Humorous  Works,  Prose  and  Poetical,  of  George  Colman. 
With  Life  by  G.  B.  Buckstone,  and  Frontispiece  by  Hogarth. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  Two  very  thick  Volumes,  7j.  6^.  each. 

Cruikshank's  Comic  Almanack. 

Complete  in  Two  Series  :  The  First  from  1835  to  1843  5  the 
Second  from  1844  to  1853.  A  Gathering  of  the  Best  Humour 
of  Thackeray,  Hood,  Mayhew,  Albert  Smith,  A'Beck- 
ETT,  Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  2000  Woodcuts  and  Steel 
Engravings  by  Cruikshank,  Hine,  Landells,  &c. 
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Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Coloured  Illustrations  and  Maps,  24J. 

Cope's    History   of   the   Rifle  Brigade 

(The  Prince  Consort's  Own),  formerly  the  95th.    By  Sir  William 
H.  Cope,  formerly  Lieutenant,  Rifle  Brigade. 

"  This  latest  contribution  to  the  history  of  tJie  British  army  is  a  work  of  the 
most  varied  information  regardirtg  the  distinguisJied  regiment  vjhose  life  it  nar- 
rates, and  also  of  facts  interesting  to  tlie  student  in  military  affairs.  .  .  ., 
Great  credit  is  due  to  Sir  IV.  Cope  for  tlte  patience  and  labour,  extending  over 
viany  years,  which  he  has  given  to  the  work.  .  .  ,  In  many  cases  well-exe- 
cuted plans  of  actions  are  give?t.'' — Morning  Post. 

' '  Even  a  bare  record  of  a  corps  which  has  so  often  been  tender  fire,  and  has 
home  a  part  in  important  engagements  all  over  the  world,  could  not  prrove 
otJierwise  than  full  of  matter  acceptable  to  the  military  reader." — Athen/sum, 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Portraits,  7j-.  dd. 

Creasy' s  Memoirs  of  E?ni7ient  Etonians; 

with  Notices   of  the  Early  History  of  Eton    College.       By  Sir 

Edward  Creasy,  Author  of  "The  Fifteen  Decisive  Battles  of 

the   World."      A    New  Edition,    brought  down   to   the  Present 

Time,  with  13  Illustrations. 

^*  A  ne^v  edition  of  '  Creasy' s  Etonians'  will  be  welcome.  The  book  was  a 
favourite  a  guar-ter  of  a  century  ago,  arui  it  has  maintaitied  its  reputation.  The 
value  of  this  7ie%v  edition  is  enhanced  by  the  fact  that  Sir  Edward  Creasy  has 
added  to  it  several  memoirs  of  Etonians  who  have  died  si7ice  the  first  edition 
appealed.     The  ivork  is  eminently  interesting." — Scotsman. 

Parts  I.  to  XIV.  now  ready,  21s.  each. 

C^tssans  History  of  Hertfordshire, 

By  John  E.  Cussans.   Illustrated  with  full-page  Plates  on  Copper 
and  Stone,  and  a  profusion  of  small  Woodcuts. 

"  Mr.  Cussans  has,  from  sources  not  accessible  to  Chitterbuck,  made  fnost 
valuable  additions  to  the  inanorial  history  of  the  county  from  the  earliest  period 
dmvnwards,  cleared  up  many  doubtful  points,  and  givc7t  original  details  con- 
ceming  various  subjects  ufttottched  or  imperfectly  treated  by  that  writer.  The 
pedigrees  seein  to  liave  been  constructed  with  great  care,  and  are  a  valuable  addition 
to  tlte  genealogical  history  of  tlie  county.  Mr.  Cussa7ts  appears  to  have  done 
his  work  co7iscientiously,  a7td  to  have  spared  neither  ti77te,  labour,  7ior  expense  to 
render  his  volutnes  worthy  of  ranki7ig  i7t  the  highest  class  of  Courtty  Histories," 
— Academy. 


Two  Vols,  royal  8vo,  with  Sixty-five  Illustrations,  2%s. 

Demonology  and  Devil-Lore. 

By  MoNCURE  Daniel  Conway,  M.A.,  B.D.  of  Divinity  Col- 
lege, Harvard  University  ;  Member  of  the  Anthropological  Insti- 
tute, London. 

Part  I.  De77ionolatry.  II.  The  De7no7i.  III.  The  Dragon.  IV.  TJie  Devil. 
/«  these  Volmncs  the  pe7-so7iificatio7is  a7id  types  of  evil  among  all  races  are  co7i- 
sidered  i/i  their  Origin.  Natural  History,  Mythology.  Romance,  a7td  Moral  Signi- 
fica7ice.     The  Scco?id  Volume  relates  e7i(irely  to  the  Devil. 
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In   Twenty-five  Parts,  quarto,   at   ^s.    each,  profusely   illustrated   by 
Coloured  and  Plain  Plates  and  Wood  Engravings,  The 

Cyclopcedia  of  Costzmie  ; 

or,  A  Dictionary  of  Dress — Regal,  Ecclesiastical,  Ci\il,  and  Mili- 
tary— from  the  Earliest  Period  in  England  to  the  reign  of  George 
the  Third.  Including  Notices  of  Contemporaneous  Fashions  on 
the  Continent,  and  a  General  History  of  the  Costumes  of  the  Prin- 
cipal Countries  of  Europe.     By  J.  R.  Planch^,  Somerset  Herald. 

"A  most  readable  and  interesting  ivork—and  it  can  scarcely  he  consulted  in 
vain,  whetJier  the  reader  is  in  search  for  information  as  to  military,  court, 
ecclesiastical,  legal,  or  professional  costtcme.  .  .  .  All  the  chromo-lithographs, 
and  most  of  the  woodcut  illustrations — the  latter  a7nou?iting  to  several  thousands 
— are  very  elaborately  executed ;  and  the  uork  forms  a  livre  de  ^wxe  which  rettders 
it  equally  suited  to  the  library  a7id  the  ladies'  drawi?ig-room." — Times. 

The  "Work  may  also  be  had  Comtjletp,  handsomely  bound  in  half  rsd  morocco,  at 
£3  133.  6d.  Dfcr  vol.  Vol.  I.  THE  DICTIONARY.  Vol.  II.  A  GENEEAL  HIS- 
TORY OF  COSTUME  IN  ETJROPE. 

Cases  for  binding  the  volnmes  may  be  had  at  <^s.  each. 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  2^s. 

Dodge  s  (Colonel)  The  H%tnting  Grounds 

of  the  Great  West :  A  Description  of  the  Plains,  Game,  and 
Indians  of  the  Great  North  American  Desert.  By  Richard 
Irving  Dodge,  Lieutenant-Colonel  of  the  United  States  Army. 
With  an  Introduction  by  William  Blackmdrej  Map,  and 
nvmaerous  Illustrations  drawn  by  Ernest  Griset. 

*'  This  magnificent  volume  is  one  of  the  most  able  and  most  interesting  works 
which  has  e^L-er  proceeded  from  an  American  pen,  while  its  freshness  is  equal  to 
that  of  any  similar  book.  Col.  Dodge  has  chosefi  a  subject  of  which  he  is  master, 
and  treated  it  with  a  fulness  that  leaves  nothing  to  be  desired,  ana  in  a  style  which 
is  cluirmine  eouallv  for  its  i>ictures(]ueness  and  ^-uritv." — Nonconformist. 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s.  6d. 

Doran's  Memories  of  oitr  Great  Towns. 

With  Anecdotic  Gleanings  concerning  their  Worthies  and  their 
Oddities.     By  Dr.  John  Doran,  F.S.A. 

"  A  greater  genius  for  writing  of  the  anecdotic  kind  few  men  Juive  had.  As 
to  giving  any  idea  of  the  contents  of  the  book,  it  is  quite  impossible.  Those  -who 
know  how  Dr.  Doran  used  to  write— it  is  sad  to  have  to  use  tlie  past  tense  of  one  of 
the  tnost  clteerful  of  men — will  understand  what  we  mean  ;  and  tJiose  who  do  not 
must  take  it  on  trust  from  us  t/tat  this  is  a  remarkably  entertaining  volume.''— 
Spectator. 


Second  Edition,  demy  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  with  Illustrations,  \%s. 

Ditnraveii  s  The  Great  Divide: 

A  Narrative  of  Travels  in  the  Upper  Yellowstone  in  the  Summer 
of  1874.  By  the  Earl  of  Dunraven.  With  Maps  and  numerous 
striking  full-page  Illustrations  by  Valentine  W.  Bromley. 

"There  has  not  for  a  lon°  time  appeared  a  better  book  of  travel  than  Lord 
Dunraven' s  *  Tlie  Great  Divide.'     .     .     .     The  book  is  full  of  clever  observation 
and  both  narrative  and  ill:i^tratt07is  are  thoroughly  good." — Athbnveum.  ' 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  6j.  per  Volume. 

Early  English  Poets, 

Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annotations,  by  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart. 
** Mr.  Grosart  has  spent  the  most  laborious  and  the  most  enthusiastic  care  on 
the  perfect  restoration  and  preservation  of  the  text;  and  it  is  very  unlikely  that 
any  other  edition  of  the  poet  can  ever  be  called  for.  .  .  Frotn  Mr.  Grosart  we 
always  expect  and  always  receive  the  final  results  of  most  patient  and  competent 
sclwlarship." — Examiner. 

I.  Fletcher  S  (Giles,  B.D.)  \  Complete  Collected  Poems.  With 
Complete  Poems :  Christ's  Victoria  1  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes, 
in  Heaven.   Christ's  Victorie  on    1       Steel    Portrait.     Index  of    First 


E^rth,  Christ's  Triumph  over 
Death,  and  Minor  Poems. 
With  Memorial-Introduction  and 
Notes.     One  Vol. 

7.  Davies'     (Sir    John) 

Complete  Poetical  Works,  in- 
cluding Psalms  I.  to  L.  in  Verse, 
and  other  hitherto  Unpublished 
MSS.,  for  the  first  time  Col- 
lected  and  Edited.      With  Me- 


Lines.  and  Glossarial  Index,  &c. 
Three  Vols. 

4.  Sidney's  (Sir  Philip) 

Complete  Poetical  Works,  in- 
cluding all  those  in  "Arcadia." 
With  Portrait,  Memorial-Intro- 
duction, Essay  on  the  Poetry  of 
Sidney,  and  Notes.    Three  Vols. 

5.  Doit7te's    (Dr.    John) 


morial-Introduction  and   Notes.     |       Complete    Poetical    Works,  ^  in 


Two  Vols. 

3.  Herrick' s( Robert )Hes- 

perides,     Neble    Numbers,     and 


eluding  the  Satires  and  various 
from  MSS.  With  Memorial-In- 
troduction and  Notes. 

\In  preparation. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Illustrations,  6^. 

Emanuel  On   Diamonds  and  Preciotts 

Stones  :  their  History,  Value,  and  Properties  ;  with  Simple  Tests  for 
ascertaining  their  Reality.  By  Harry  Emanuel,  F.R.G.S. 
With  numerous  Illustrations,  Tinted  and  Plain. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  *J5,  6d, 

Englishman  s  Hotise,  The, 

A  Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in  Selecting  or  Building  a 
House,  with  full  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c.  By  C.  J. 
Richardson.     Third  Edition.     With  nearly  600  Illustrations. 

•^*  This  book  is  intended  to  supply  a  long-felt  want,  viz.,  a  plaitt,  non-technical 
account  of  every  style  of  house,  with  the  cost  and  manner  of  building  ;  it  gives 
every  variety,  from  a  workman's  cottage  to  a  nobleman  s palace . 

Folio,  cloth  extra,  j^ I  lis.  6d. 

Examples  of  Contemporary  Art, 

Etchings  from  Representative  Works  by  living  English  and 
Foreign  Artists.  Edited,  with  Critical  Notes,  by  J.  Comyns  Carr. 

•'  //  W07(ld  not  be  easy  to  meet  with   a   more   sumptuous,  and  at  the  same 
time  a  more  tastefd  and  instructive  drawing-room  book.'' — Nonconformist. 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  6s. 

Fairliolfs  Tobacco: 

Its  History  and  Associations  ;  with  an  Account  of  the  Plant  and 

its  Manufacture,  and  its  Modes  of  Use  in  all  Ages  and  Countries. 

By  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A.     A  New  Edition,  with  Coloured 

Frontispiece  and  upwards  of  100  Illustrations  by  the  Author. 

''^  very  pleasant  andinstructive  history  of  tobacco  and  its  associations,  which 
•ive  cordially  recommend  alike  to  the  votaries  and  to  the  enemies  of  the  much- 
vialigned  but  certainly  not  neglected  weed.  .  ,  .  Full  of  interest  and  in- 
formatioti." — Daily  Nkws. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  4J.  6^. 

Faraday 's  Chemical  History  of  a  Ca7^dle. 

Lectures   delivered   to   a  Juvenile  Audience.      A  New  Edition. 
Edited  by  Vv.  Crookes,  F.C.S.     With  numerous  Illustrations. 


Crovm  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  4^.  6d. 

Faraday's  Variotts  Forces  of  Natter e. 

A  New  Edition.    Edited  by  W.  Crookes.  F.C.S.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.  • 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  7^.  dd, 

Finger'Ri7ig  Lore: 

Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal. — Earliest  Notices;  Supersti- 
tions ;  Ring  Investiture,  Secular  and  Ecclesiastical  ;  Betrothal  and 
Wedding  Rincjs  ;    Ring-tokens;    Memorial  and  Mortuary  Rings  ; 
Posy-Rings;  Customs  and  Incidents  in   Connection  with  Rings; 
Remarkable  Rings,  &c.    By  William  Jones,  F.S.A.  With  Hun- 
dreds of  Illustrations  of  Curious  Rings  of  all  Ages  and  Countries. 
"Enters  fully  into  the   ivhole  subject,  and  gives  an  amount  of  information 
and  general  reading  in  reference  thereto  which  is  of  very  high  interest.      The 
book  is  not  only  a  sort  of  history  of  finger-rings,  but  is  a  collection  of  anecdotes 
in  connection  with  them.     .     .     .      The  volume   is    admirably  illustrated,    and 
altogether  affords  an  amount  of  amuseinent  a7id  information  which  is  not  other- 
wise easily  accessible." — Scotsman. 

"  One  of  those  gossiping  books  which  are  as  full  of  amuse inent  as  of  instruc- 
tion"— AxHENiEUM. 

One  Vol.  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  95. 

Gilbert 's  (JV.  S.J  Original  Plays  : 

«*A  Wicked   World,"     "Charity,"    "The    Palace    of    Truth," 
'*  Pygmalion,"  "Trial  by  Jury,"  &c. 

*'  His  workmanship  is  in  its  way  perfect ;    it  is  very  sound,  very  even,    very 
well  sustained,  and  excellently  balanced  throughout."— Ot.skrvrr. 
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One  Shilling  Monthly,  Illustrated. 

Gentleman^s  Magazine,  The, 

For  January  contained  the  First  Chapters  of  a  New  Novel  by  Mrs. 
Lynn  Linton,  Author  of  "Patricia  Kemball,"  &c.,  entitled 
Under  which  Lord  ?    Illustrated  by  Arthur  Hopkins. 

*^*  Now  ready,  the  Volume  for  ]\ji.y  to  December,  1878,  cloth  extra, 
price  %s.  6d. ;  and  Cases  for  binding,  price  2s.each. 

The  Ruskin  Grimm.— Square  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6j.  6^.; 

gilt  edges,  ^s.  6d. 

German  Popttlar  Stories. 

Collected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm,  and  Translated  by  Edgar 
Taylor.  Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  John  Ruskin. 
With  22  Illustrations  after  the  inimitable  designs  of  George 
Cruikshank.     Both  Series  Complete. 

"  The  illustrations  of  this  volume  .  .  .  are  of  quite  sterling  and  admirabli 
art,  of  a  class  precisely  parallel  in  elevation  to  the  cJiaracter  of  the  tales  which 
they  illustrate  ;  and  the  origijtal  etchings,  as  I  have  before  said  in  the  Appendix  to 
my  '  Elements  of  Drawing,'  were  unrivalled  in  masterfdness  of  touch  since  Retn- 
brandt  (in  soTne  qualities  of  delineation,  unrivalled  evenly  him).  .  .  .  To  make 
som.ewhat  enlarged  copies  of  them,  looking  at  them.  thro7t^h  a  tnag7iifying  glass, 
and  never  putting  ttvo  lines  where  Crinkshank  has  put  07ily  one,  would  be  an  exer- 
cise in  decision  a?id  severe  drawing  ivhich  would  leave  afterwards  little  to  be  learnt 
in  schools." — Extract  frotn  Introduction  by  John  Ruskin. 

In  folio,  half-bound,  2ij. 

Graphic  Portfolio,  The. 

Fifty  Engravings  from  "  The  Graphic,"  most  carefully  printed  on 
the  finest  plate  paper  ( 18  in.  by  15  in. )  from  the  Original  Engravings, 
The  Drawings  are  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  Helen  Paterson,  Hubert 
Herkomer,  Sydney  Hall,  E.  J.  Gregory,  G.  D.  Leslie, 
W.  Small,  G.  Du  Maurier,  Sir  John  Gilbert,  G.  J.  Pin- 
well,  Charles  Green,  G.  Durand,  M.  E.  Edwards,  A.  B. 
Houghton,  H.  S.  Marks,  F.  W.  Lawson,  H.  Weigall, 
and  others, 

*^  Contains  some  of  the  choicest  sPecifnens,  both  of  draining  and  wood-engraving . 
Admirable  in  details  and  expression,  and  engraved  with  rare  delicacy." — Dailv 
News. 

A  New  Edition,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  l$s: 

Greeks  and  Romans,  The  Life  of  the, 

Described  from  Antique  Monuments.  By  Ernst  Guhl  and 
W.  Koner.  Translated  from  the  Third  German  Edition,  and 
Edited  by  Dr.  F.  Hueffer.     With  545  Illustrations. 
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Square  i6mo  (Tauchnitz  size),  cloth  extra,  zs.  per  volume. 


Golden  Library,  The : 

Bayard  Taylor  s  Diver- 
sions of  the  Echo  Club-  i 

Byron's  Don  Juan.  ' 

Emerson  s    Letters     and 

Social  A  ims. 

Godwin' s(  William)  Lives 

of  th£  Necr^omancers. 

Holmes's  Autocrat  of  the 

Breakfast  Table.     With  an    In- 
troduction by  G.  A.  Sal  A. 

Holmes' s  Professor  at  the 

Breakfast  Table. 

Hood's  Whims  and  Oddi- 
ties. Complete.  With  all  the 
original  Illustrations. 

Irvi7tg's      ( Washington) 

Tales  of  a  Traveller. 

Irvijtg's      ( Washington) 

Tales  of  the  Alhambra. 

Jesse's  (Edwa7'd)  Scenes 

and  Occupatiofis  of  Country  Life. 

Lamb's  Essays  of  Elia. 

Both    Series   Complete  in    One 
Vol. 


Leigh  Hitnt ' s  Essays  :  A 

Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner,  and 
o:her  Pieces.  With  Portrait, 
and  Introduction  by  Edmund 
Ollier. 


Mallory's  (Sir  Thomas) 

,        Mori  d' Arthur :  The  Stories  of 

I        King  Arthur  and  of  the  Knights 

of  the  Round  Table.     Edited  by 

B.  MONTGOMERIE  RANKING. 

Pascal's  Provincial  Let- 
ters. A  New  Translation,  with 
Historical  Introduction  and 
Notes,  by  T.  M'Crie,  D.D. 

Pope's   Complete  Poetical 

Works. 

Rochefoucauld 's  Maxitns 

and  Moral  Reflections.  With 
Notes,  and  an  Introductory 
Essay  by  Sainte-Beuve. 

St.    Pierre's    Panl    and 

Virginia,  and  the  Indian  Cot- 
\  tage.  Edited,  ^^•ith  Life,  by  the 
'       Rev.  E.  Clarke. 

Shelley 's     Early    Poems 

and  Queen  Mab,  with  Essay  by 
Leigh  Hunt. 

j  Shelley's    Later    Poems : 

Laon  and  Cythna,  &c. 

Shelley's   Posthumous 

Poems,  the  Shelley  Papers,  &c. 

Shelley's    Prose     Works  ^ 

including  A  Refutation  of  Deism, 
Zastrozzi,  St.  Irvyne,  &c. 

White' s  Natttral  History 

of  Selborne.  Edited,  with  addi- 
tions, by  Thomas  Brown, 
F.L.S. 


"  A  series  of  excellently  pritited  and  carejully  annotated  volumes,  handy  in  siztt 
and  altogether  attractive." — Bookseller. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt  and  gilt  edges,  'js.  (>d. 

Golden  Treasury  of  Thought,  The  : 

An  Encyclop.^dia  of  Quotations  from  Writers  of  all  Times 
and  Countries.     Selected  and  Edited  by  Theodore  Taylor. 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Illustrations,  7^.  6d, 

Greenwood's  Low -Life  Deeps : 

An  Account  of  the  Strange  Fish  to  be  found  there  ;  including 
*'  The  Man  and  Dog  Fight,"  with  much  additional  and  con- 
firmatory evidence;  "With  a  Tally-Man,"  "A  Fallen  Star," 
"The  Betting  Barber,"  "A  Coal  Marriage,"  &c.  By  James 
Greenwood.       With  Illustrations   in   tint   by    Alfred   Con- 

CANEN. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Illustrations,  is.  6d. 

Greenwood's  IVilds  of  London: 

Descriptive  Sketches,  from  Personal  Observations  and  Experience, 
of  Remarkable  Scenes,  People,  and  Places  in  London.  By  James 
Greenwood.  With  12  Tinted  Illustrations  by  Alfred Concanen. 

'*  Mr.  James  Greenwood  presents  himself  once  more  in  the  character  of  '  one 
it'kose  delii^ht  it  is  to  do  his  humble  etideazwiir  towards  exposing  and  extirpating 
s  cial  abuses  and  those  hole-and-corner  evils  which  afflict  society.'" — Saturday 

KKVIEW. 


Large  4to,  with  14  facsimile  Plates,  price  One  Guinea. 

Grosvenor  Gallery  Illustrated  Catalogue. 

Winter  Exhibition  (1877-78)  of  Drawings  by  the  Old  Masters 
and  Water-Colour  Drawings  by  Deceased  Artists  of  the  British 
School.     With  a  Critical  Introduction  by  J.  Comyns  Carr. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Illustrations,  4J.  6d. 

Guyot  's  Earth  and  Ma7t ; 

or,  Physical  Geography  in  its  Relation  to  the  Histoiy  of  Mankind. 
With  Additions  by  Professors  Agassiz,  Pierce,  and  Gray.  12 
Maps  and  Engravings  on  Steel,  some  Coloured,  and  copious  Index. 

Medium  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  v/ith  Illustrations,  ^s.  6d. 

Hairs  (Mrs.  S.  C.J  Sketches  of  Irish 

Character.  With  numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood  by 
Maclise,  Gilbert,  Harvey,  and  G.  Cruikshank. 

"  The  Irish  Sketches  of  this  lady  rese7nble  Miss  Mitford's  beautiful  English 
Sketches  in  *  Our  Village'  but  tJiey  are  far  inore  vigorous  and  picturesque  and 
b-^s^hi."  -Blackwood's  Magazine. 

MRS.  HA  WE  IS 'S  NE  W  BOOK. 
Small  8vo,  cloth  limp,  with  numerous  Illustrations,  price  i^.  6d. 

Ilaweiss  (Mrs.)  The  Art  of  Dress. 

By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis,  Author  of  "The  Art  of  Beauty," 
"  Chaucer  for  Children,"  <S:c.     Illustrated  by  the  Author. 

[/«  the  press* 
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Square  8vo,  cloth,  extra  gilt,   gilt  edges,  with  Coloured  Frontispiece 
and  numerous  Illustrations,  lOi-.  6d. 

Hazuetss  (Mrs,)  The  Art  of  Beauty. 

By  Mrs.   H.    R.    Haweis^    Author  of  "  Chaucer  for  Children. " 

With  nearly  One  Hundred  Illustrations  by  the  Author. 

*^  A  most  interesting  book,  full  of  valuable  hints  and  suggestions If 

young  ladies  -would  but  letid  tJi^ir  ears  for  a  little-  to  Mrs.  Haiveis,  we  are  quite 
sure  that  it  would  result  in  tJieir  being  at  once  more  tasteful,  more  happy,  and  more 
healthy  than  they  no7v  often  are,  with  tfieirfalse  Jiair,  high  Jieels,  tight  corsets,  and 
ever  so  tnuch  else  of  the  same  sort" — Nonconformist. 

Eighth  Edition.     Vols.  I.  and  II.,  demy  8vo,  12s.  each  (to  be 

completed  in  4  volumes). 

History  of  Our  Own   Thnes,  from  the 

Accession  of  Qiicen   Victoria  to  the  Berlin   Cojigress.     By  Justin 
McCarthy. 

"  Criticism  is  disarmed  before  a  composition  which  provokes  little  but  approval. 
This  is  a  really  good  book  on  a  really  interesting  subject,  and  words  piled  on  words 
could  say  no  7)iorefor  it.  .  .  .  Such  is  the  effect  of  its  general  justice,  its  breadth 
of  view  and  its  sparkling  buoyancy,  that  very  few  of  its  readers  zviil  close  the<e 
volumes  without  looking  forward  with  interest  to  the  two  that  are  to  follow" — 
Saturday  Review. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  ']s.  6d. 

Hood's  (Thomas)  Choice  Works, 

In  Prose   and   Verse.     Including  the   Cream  of  the   Comic 

Annuals.     With  Life  of  the  Author,  Portrait,   and  over  Two 

Hundred  original  Illustrations. 

"  Not  only  does  the  volume  include  tJie  better-known  poems  by  the  author,  hut 
also  what  ts  happily  described  as  *  the  Cream  of  the  Comic  A7i7iuals.'  Sitch  delicious 
things  as  ^  Don' t  you  smell  Fire  1'  ^  TJie  PaHsh  Revolution,'  atid  '  Huggif^s  and 
Duggins,'  will  never  want  readers. " — Graphic. 

Square  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

Hood's  (Tom)  From   Nowhere   to   the 

North  Pole:  A  Noah's  Arkaeological  Narrative.     With  25  Illus- 
trations by  W.  Brunton  and  E.  C.  Barnes. 

"  The  amusing  letterpress  is  profusely  interspersed  with  the  j'inglifig  rhymes 
•which  children  lave  and  learn  so  easily.  Messrs.  Brunton  attd  Barries  do  full 
justice  to  the  writer's  meaning,  and  a  plensanter  result  of  the  harmonious  co- 
operation of  author  and  artist  cozdd  not  be  desired." — Times. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  yj.  6d, 

Hook's    (Theodore)    Choice    Humorous 

Works,  including  his  Ludicrous  Adventures,  Bons-mots,  Puns, 
and  Hoaxes.  With  a  new  Life  of  the  Author,  Portraits,  Fac- 
similes, and  Illustrations. 
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Small  8vo,  cloth  limp,  with  Illustrations,  2s.  6d. 

House  of  Life  (  The) : 

Human  Physiology,  with  its  Applications  to  the  Preservation 
of  Health.  For  use  in  Classes,  and  Popular  Reading.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.     By  Mrs.  F.  Fenwick  Miller. 

^'  An  admirable  introduction  to  a  subject  ivhich  all  ivho  value  liealth  and  enjoy 
life  should  have  at  their  fingers'  ends." — Echo. 
'*  A  clear  attd convenient  little  (5^^?,^."— Saturday  Review. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7^.  6d. 

Howeirs  The  Conflicts  of  Capital  and 

Labour^  Historically  and  Economically  considered.  Being  a  His- 
tory and  Review  of  the  Trade  Unions  of  Great  Britain,  showing 
their  Origin,  Progress,  Constitution,  and  Objects,  in  their  Political, 
Social,  Economical,  and  Industrial  Aspects.  By  George  Howell. 

"  This  book  is  an  attempt,  and  on  the  ivhole  a  success/7(l  attempt,  to  place  tJie 
work  of  trade  unions  in  tlie  fast,  and  their  objects  in  the  futiire,  fairly  before  the 
public  frojn  the  working  7>tan's  foint  of  view." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

"A  complete  account  of  trades  unions,  involving  the  most  candid  statement  of 
their  objects  atid  aspirations ,  their  virtjies  and  faults,  is  of  great  value  ;  and  such 
Mr.  Howell's  book  will  be  found  by  those  ^oho  consult  it.  .  .  .  Far  from  being 
the  hnpassioned  utterance  ofa^t  advocate,  it  is,  on  the  contrary,  a  calm,  authorita- 
tive statement  of  facts,  and  the  expression  of  the  views  of  the  workmen  and  tJieir 
leaders.  .  .  ,  T/ie  book  is  a  storehouse  of  facts,  some  of  them,  extremely  well 
arranged.  ....  His  book  is  of  profound  interest.  We  have  no  Jiesitation  in 
giving  it  02ir  hearty  praised — Echo. 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  \2s,  6d. 

Htieffer's  The  Troubadours: 

A  History  of  Provencal  Life  and  Literature  in  the  Middle  Ages. 
By  Francis  Hueffer. 

"  This  very  pleasant  volufne,  in  which  a  very  difficult  subject  is  handled  in  a 
light  and  lively  tnanner,  but  at  the  same  time  with  an  erudition  and  amount  of 
infortnation  which  shoiu  him  to  be  thoroughly  7iiaster  of  the  language  and  litera- 
ture of  Provence." — Times. 

"  Tfie  work  is  one  of  learning  and  researcfi;  but  jjiany  an  innocent  reader,  e7t- 
grossed  with  tfie  interest  of  tfie  stories  a7id  charmed  by  tfie  passae^ts  of  description 
a7id  reflection  by  wliicfi  tftey  are  connected,  will  peruse  it  fro7ii  begi7i7ii7ig  to  e7id 
witfiout  bei7ig  conscious  tfiat  he  is  either  acquiring  i7iforinatio7i  or  i77tprovi7ig  his 
7ni7td,  The  book,  all  tfie  sa77ie,  possesses  a  higfi  value  for  tfiose  wfio  wish  to  study 
systematically  tfie  Troubadour  period." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

A  New  Edition,  Revised  and  partly  Re-written,  with  several  New 
Chapters  and  Illustrations,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ']s.  6d. 

Jennings'  The  Rosicrucians  : 

Their  Rites  and  Mysteries.  With  Chapters  on  the  Ancient  Fire 
and  Serpent  Worshippers,  and  Explanations  of  the  Mystic  Sym- 
bols represented  in  the  Monuments  and  Talismans  of  the  Primaeval 
Philosophers.  By  Hargrave  Jennings.  With  Five  full-page 
Plates,  and  upwards  of  300  Illustrations. 
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Two  Vols.  8vo,  with  52  Illustrations  and  Maps,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  14J. 

Josephus's  Complete  JVorks, 

Translated  by  Whiston.     Containing  both  "The  Antiquities  of 
the  Jews,"  and  "The  Wars  of  the  Jews." 

LOVE  STORIES  by  the  Author  of  "  That  Lass  0'  Lowrie's.'' 
Author's  Corrected  Editions.    Fcap.  8vo,  illust.  covers,  is.  each. 

Kathleen  Mavottrnee7i. 

By  the  Author  of  "That  Lass  o'  Lowrie's." 

Lindsay's  Lttck.      By  the  Author  of  "  That  Lass  o'  Lowrie's." 

Pretty  Polly  PenihertOJl.  By  the  Author  of  "That  Lass  c' 
Lowrie's." 
Author's  Note. — These  love  stories  {^''  Pretty  Polly  Pemhertoyi,""  "Kathleen 
Mavoumeen"  *'  Lifidsay's  Litck")  were  ivritten  for  and  printed  in  "  Peterson  s 
Ladies'  Magazine."  Owing  to  ttiefact  that  this  magazine  was  not  copyrighted, 
a  number  of  them  have  been  issned  i?i  book-form,  without  my  co7tsent,  a7id  repre- 
senting the  sketches  to  be  my  latest  work.  If  these  youthfd  stories  are  to  be  read 
in  book-form,  it  is  my  desire  that  my  friends  should  see  the  present  edition,  which 
I  have  revised  for  the  picrpose,  and  which  is  brought  out  by  tny  owti  publishers. — 
Fran'ces  Hodgson  Burnett. 

Small  8vo,  cloth,  full  gilt,  gilt  edges,  with  Illustrations,  6s. 

Kavanaghs'  Pearl  Fountain, 

And  other  Fairy  Stories.     By  Bridget  and  Julia  Kavanagh. 
With  Thirty  Illustrations  by  J.  Moyr  Smith. 

"  Genuine  new  fairy  stories  of  the  old  tyPe,  some  of  them  as  delightful  as  the 
lest  of  Crimen'' s'' German  Popular  Stories.'  ....  For  the  most  part  the 
stories  are  downright,  thorough- going  fairy  stories  of  the  most  admirable  ki7td. 
.  .  ,  .  Mr.  Moyr  Smith's  illustrations,  too,  are  admirable.  Look  at  that 
white  rabbit.  A7iyone  would  see  at  the  first  glance  that  he  is  a  rabbit  with  a 
tniitd,  and  a  very  uncommon  mind  too — that  he  is  a  fairy  rabbit,  and  that  he  is 
posing  as  chief  adviser  to  some  ofie — withoict  reading  even  a  word  of  the  story. 
Again,  notice  the  fairy-like  effect  of  tJie  little  picture  of  the  fairy -bird  '  Don't- 
forget-me,'  flying  away  back  into  fairy-land.  A  more  perfectly  dream-like  im- 
pression of  fairy-land  has  hardly  been  given  in  any  illustration  of  fairy  tales 
•within  our  knowledge." — Spectator. 

Crown  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  with  numerous  Plates,  2s.  6d. 

Lace  (Old  Point),  and  How  to  Copy  and 

Imitate  it.       By  Daisy   Waterhouse   Hawkins.      With    17 
Illustrations  by  the  Author. 

Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5J. 

Lamb 's  Poetry  for  Children,  and  Prince 

Dorus.     Carefully  reprinted  from  unique  copies. 

"  The  q-uaint  and  delight  fid  little  hook,  over  the  recovery  of  whicli  all  the  hearts 
0/  his  loz'ers  are  yet  warm  with  rejoicing." — Mr.  Swinburne,  in  the  Athen.«um. 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Portraits,  *js.  6d, 

Lamb's  Complete  Works, 

In  Prose  and  Verse,  reprinted  from  the  Original  Editions,  with 
many  Pieces  hitherto  unpublished.  Edited,  with  Notes  and  In- 
troduction, by  R.  H.  Shepherd.  With  Two  Portraits  and  Fac- 
simile of  a  page  of  the  **  Essay  on  Roast  Pig." 

*'  A  complete  edition  of  Latttb's  •writings,  in  prose  and  verse,  has  long  been 
wanted,  ufid  is  now  supplied.  The  editor  appears  to  have  taken  great  pains 
to  bring  together  Lamb's  scattered  contributions,  and  his  collection  contains  a 
number  of  pieces  which  are  now  reprodticed  for  the  first  time  situe  their  original 
appearance  in  various  old  periodicals  " — Saturday  Keview. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  numerous  Illustrations,  \os.  6d. 

Lamb  (Mary  &  Charles): 

Their  Poems,   Letters,   and  Remains.     With  Reminiscences  and 

Notes  by  W.  Carew  Hazlitt.      With  Hancock's  Portrait  of 

the  Essayist,  Facsimiles  of  the  Title-pages  of  the  rare  First  Editions 

of  Lamb's  and  Coleridge's  Works,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 

*'  Very  many  passages  will  delight  those  fond  of  literary  trifles;  hardly  any 
portion  will  fail  in  interest  for  lovers  of  Charles  Lamb  and  his  sister." — Standard. 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Maps  and  Illustrations,  i8j. 

Lamont  's  Yachting  m  the  Arctic  Seas; 

or.  Notes  of  Five  Voyages  of  Sport  and  Discovery  in  the  Neigh- 
bourhood of  Spitzbergen  and  Novaya  Zemlya.  By  James  Lamont, 
F.  R.  G.  S.  W^ith  numerous  fvQl-page  Illustrations  by  Dr.  Li vesay. 

"After  wading  through  numberless  volumes  of  icy  fiction,  concocted  narrative  ^ 
and  spzirious  biography  of  Arctic  voyagers,  it  is  pleasant  to  meet  with  a  real  and 
genuine  voluTne.  .  .  .  He  shows  tnuch  tact  ifi  recounting  his  adventures,  and 
they  are  so  interspersed  with  anecdotes  and  iftforjnation  as  to  make  them  anythifig 
but  wearisome.  .  .  .  The  book,  as  a  whole,  is  the  most  im.portant  addition 
made  to  our  Arctic  literature  for  a  long  time." — Athen^um. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  with  numerous  Illustrations,  los.  6d. 

Leisure-  Time  Studies,  chiefly  Biological : 

A  Series  of  Essays  and  Lectures.     By  Andrew  Wilson,  Ph.D., 

Lecturer  on  Zoology  and  Comparative  Anatomy  in  the  Edinburgh 

Medical  School. 

'^  Dr.  Andreiv  IVilson  has  for  several  years  been  well  knozunas  one  of  the  most 
successful popularisers  of  science,  a7id  has  contributed  much  to  several  of  our  best 
magazines.  In  this  volume  he  shows  hitnself  a  successful  observer  itt  several  de- 
partfnenti,  communicating  the  results  of  oT^ginal  research  ;  attd  throughout  there 
are  tokens  of  fine  fancy  and  delicate  literary  perception,  as  well  as  descriptive 

touches  here  and  there  worthy  of  Charles  Kingsley We  can  only  end 

as  we  began,  by  heartily  recotnmending  this  book,  full  as  it  is  of  knowledge  and 
the  restilts  of  independent  research,  and  all  coviTnunicated  with  a  glow  of  tnthu- 
siasm  and  a  literary  felicity  which  makes  it  delightful  to  read.  And  though  it  is 
thus  in  a  sense  a  popular  book,  it  is  also  one  of  t/ie  most  instructive  and  thought- 
ful."—  NON'CONFORMIST. 


CHATTO  ^   WIND  US,  PICCADILLY.  21 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  full  gilt,  *is.  6d. 

Latter-Day  Lyrics  : 

Poems  of  Sentiment  and  Reflection  by  Living  Writers ;  selected 
and  arranged,  with  Notes,  by  W.  Davenport  Adams.  With  a 
Note  on  some  Foreign  Forms  of  Verse,  by  Austin  Dobson. 

'M  -useful  and  eminently  attractive  book." — Athen^um. 

"  One  of  the  most  attractive  drawing-room  volumes  we  Juxve  seen  for  a  long 
time." — Nonconformist. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  full  gilt,  6s.  (uniform  with  **  Boudoir  Ballads.") 

Leigh's  A  Town  Garland. 

By  Henry  S.  Leigh,  Author  of  *'  Carols  of  Cockayne." 

"  If^r.  Leigh's  verse  survive  to  a  future  generation — and  there  is  no  reason 
why  that  honour  should  not  be  accorded  productions  so  delicate,  so  finished,  and  so 
full  of  humour — their  author  will  probably  be  retne-nibered  as  the  Poet  of  th< 
Strand.  ....  Very  whimsically  does  Mr.  Leigh  treat  the  subjects  which  com- 
mend themselves  to  him.     His  verse  is  always  admirable  in  rhythtn,  and  his 

rhymes  are  happy  enough  to  deserz-e  a  place  by  tJie  best  of  Barhatn The 

entire  contents  of  the  volume  are  equally  noteworthy  for  humour  and  for  dainti' 
ness  of  worktnanship." — AxHENiEUM. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  Is.  (>d. 

Life  in  Londojt  ; 

or,  The  History  of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Corinthian  Tom.  With 
the  whole  of  Cruikshank's  Illustrations,  in  Colours,  after  the 
Originals. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Lights  on  the  Way : 

Some  Tales  within  a  Tale.  By  the  late  J.  H.  Alexander,  B.A. 
Edited,  with  'an  Explanatory  Note,  by  H.  A.  Page,  Author  of 
♦•Thoreau:  A  Study." 

"  This  is  a  book  which  has  a  history.  .  .  .  For  ourselves,  we  have  read  *  Lights 
on  the  Way  ^  with  interest.  .  .  .  Sofne  of  the  papers  are  tales,  some  are  elaborate 
attempts  at  critical  studies,  and  all  are  prefaced  by  short  narrative  introductions. 
As  for  the  tales,  they  are  good  of  their  order.  .  .  .  The  book  gives  one  the  idea 
that  ttii  author  had  an  acute  and  independent  viind;  and  tJiat,  had  he  lived,  he 
might  have  done  something  in  criticism,  and  fiction.  His  indication,  at  such  a 
comparatively  early  period,  of  the  deteriorating  effects  of  George  Eliot's  dogma  on 
her  style,  certainly  deserves  the  attention  which  Mr.  Page  draws  to  it." — 
Academy. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  "Js.  6d. 

Longfellow' s  Complete  Prose  Works, 

Including  '♦  Outre  Mer,"  "Hyperion,"  "  Kavanagh,"  "The 
Poets  and  Poetry  of  Europe,"  and  "  Driftwood."  With  Portrait 
and  Illustrations  by  Valentine  Bromley. 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Illustrations,  *js.  6d. 

Longfellow 's  Poetical  IVorks. 

Carefully  Reprinted  from  the  Original  Editions.     With  numerous 

fine  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood. 
"  Mr.  Longfellcnv  has  for  many  years  been  the  best  known  and  the  most  read  of 
American  poets :  and  his  popularity  is  of  the  right  kiftd,  and  rightly  and  fairly 
•won.  He  has  not  stooped  to  catch  attention  by  artifice,  nor  striven  to  force  it  by 
violence.  His  works  have  faced  the  test  of  parody  and  burlesque  (which  in  these 
days  is  almost  the  cotnmon  lot  of  writings  of  any  mark),  and  have  C0M.e  off  tin' 
harmed." — Saturday  Review. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.     A  New  and  Cheaper  Edition  of 

Lost  Rose,  and  other  Stories, 

By  Katherine  S.  Macquoid. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5^. 

Ltmatic  Asylum,  My  Experie^tces  in  a. 

By  A  Sane  Patient. 

"  The  story  is  clever  and  i^iteresting,  sad  beyond  jueasure  tJiough  the  subject 
be.  Tliere  is  no  personal  bitterness,  and  fio  violence  or  anger.  Whatever  m.ay 
have  been  the  evidence  for  our  author's  jnadness  when  he  was  consigned  to  an 
asylum,  iiothing  can  be  clearer  fha7i  his  sanity  when  he  wrote  this  book;  it  is 
bright,  calvi,  and  to  the  point." — Spectator. 

"  These  sketches  recount  the  misery  of  a  sufferer  who,  weakened  in  intellect, 
but  not  really  insane,  was  nearly  driven  actually  mad  by  his  confinement.     IVhai- 
ever  his  condition  of  mind  may  then  have  been,  the  '  Sane  Patient'  now  appears  to 
be  in  full  possession  of  his  senses  a7id  reasotiiug  pozvers.     ,     .    .      The  interest  of 
the  writer's  experiences  is  7^ndeniable."-~  Graphic. 

Third  Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5^. 

MacCoWs  Three  Years  of  the  Easter^t 

Question.     By  the  Rev.  Malcolm  MacColl,  M.A. 

"  /  hope  I  shall  7iot  seem  obtrusive  itt  expressing  to  yoti  the  pleasure  with  which 
I  Jtave  readyour  'Three  Years  of  the  Easterti  Qitestio7i.'  TJie  tide  is  rtmning  so 
hard  against  the  better  cause  just  now  that  one  feels  specially  impelled  to  offer 
one's  thanks  to  those  who  stand  firm,  particularly  when  they  state  our  case  so 
admirably  as  you  have." — Goldwin  Smith. 

A  NORMAN  AND  BRETON  TOUR. 
Square  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  gilt  top,  profusely  Illustrated,  loj-.  6d. 

Macquoid 's  Pictures  and  Legends  froni 

Normandy  and  Brittany.     By  Katharine  S.  Macquoid.    With 
numerous  Illustrations  by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 

*'  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Macquoid  have  bee7t  strolli7tg  in  NoTtnandy  and  Brittany, 
a7id  the  result  of  their  obserziatio7is  and  researches  in  that  picturesgice  la7id  of 
rotnatitic  associations  is  an  attractive  volnnze,  which  is  neither  a  work  of  travel 
7ior  a  collectio7i  of  stories,  but  a  book  partaki7tg  abttost  in  equal  degree  of  each  of 
these  characters.  .  .  .  The  wa7iderings  cf  the  to7irists,  tJieir  sojournings  in  old 
inns,  their  exploratio7is  of  ancie7it  towns,  and  loiteriftgs  by  rivers  a7id  other  plea- 
sant  spots,  are  all  related  i7i  a  fresh  and  liz'ely  style.  .  .  .  The  illustrations, 
ivhich  are  nianerous,  are  dra'wn,  as  a  rule,  with  re>7tarkable  delicacy  as  well  as 
with  tr7ie  artistic  feeli7ig." — Daily  News. 
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The  Fraser  Portraits. — Demy  410,  cloth  gilt  and  gilt  edges,  with 
83  characteristic  Portraits,  3IJ.  (>d. 

Mac  Use's  Gallery  of  Ilhistrious  Literary 

Characters.  With  Notes  by  Dr.  Maginn.  Edited,  with  copious 
Additional  Notes,  by  William  Bates,  B.A. 

*'  One  of  the  most  interesting  volumes  of  this  year  s  literature.'* — Times. 
"  Deserves  a  place  on  every  draiving-roofn  table,  and  may  not  unfitly  be  removed 
from  the  drawing'room  to  the  library." — Spectator. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  2s.  6d. 

Madre  Nahtra  v.  The  Moloch  of  Fashion, 

By  Luke  Limner.  With  32  Illustrations  by  the  Author. 
Fourth  Edition,  revised  and  enlarged. 

Handsomely  printed  in  facsimile,  price  5^. 

Magna  Chart  a. 

An  exact  Facsimile  of  the  Original  Document  in  the  British 
Museum,  printed  on  fine  plate  paper,  nearly  3  feet  long  by  2  feet 
wide,  with  the  Arms  and  Seals  of  the  Barons  emblazoned  in  Gold 
and  Colours. 

* ^*  A  full  Translation,  with  Notes,  on  a  large  sheet,  6d. 

MRS.  ALEXANDER'S  NEIV  NOVEL. 
One  Vol.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  los.  6d. 

Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow  ? 

By  Mrs.  Alexander,  Author  of  "The  Wooing  o't,"  "Her 
Dearest  Foe,"  &c.  \_In  the  press. 

Small  Svo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  *]s.  6d. 

Mark  Twain  'sAdventttresofTomSawyer, 

With  One  Hundred  Illustrations. 

"  A  book  to  be  read.  There  is  a  certain/reshness  and  novelty  about  it,  a  prac- 
tically romantic  character,  so  to  speak,  which  will  make  it  very  attractive." — 
Spectator. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  *is,  6d, 

Mark  Twain 's  Choice  Works. 

Revised  and  Corrected  throughout  by  the  Author.  With  Life, 
Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Mark  Twain 's  Pleasure  Trip  in  Europe . 

Mark  Twain s  Adventures  of  Tom  Sawyer. 
Mark  Tzuaiiis  Idle  Excursion. 
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Two  Vols,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  iZs. 

Marston's   (Dr.    JVestland)    Dramatic 

and  Poetical  Woj'ks.  Collected  Library  Edition. 
"  The  *  Patricians  Daughter '  is  an  oasis  in  the  desert  of  modern  dramatic 
literature,  a  real  ejnanation  of  mind.  We  do  not  recollect  any  tnodem  -work  in 
which  states  of  thought  are  so  freely  developed,  except  the  *  Torquato  Tasso  '  of 
GoetJie.  The  play  is  a  work  of  art  in  the  same  sense  that  a  play  of  Sophocles  is  a 
work  of  art  ;  it  is  one  simple  idea  in  a  state  of  gradual  development  .  .  .  '  TJie 
Favourite  of  Fortune'  is  one  of  the  most  important  additions  to  the  stock  of 
English  prose  comedy  that  has  been  made  during  the preseiit  century." — Times. 

Small  8vo,  \s.  ;    cloth  extra,  is.  6d. 

Milton   (J.  L.J,    The    Hygiene  of  the 

Skin.  A  concise  set  of  Rules  for  the  JNIanagement  of  the  Skin  ; 
with  Directions  for  Diet,  Wines,  Soaps,  Baths,  &c.  By  J.  I>. 
Milton,  Senior  Surgeon  to  St.  John's  Hospital. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  per  vol. 

May  fair  Library,  The : 

The  New  Repiihlic.      By  ;    Thoreau  :    His  Life  and 
W.  H.  Mallock. 


The  New  Paul  and  Vir- 
ginia.   By  W.  H.  Mallock. 


Aims.     By  H.  A.  Page. 

By  Stream  ajid  Sea.     By 
William  Senior. 

Jeiix   d' Esprit.      Edited 

The      Trne      History      of  by  Henry  S.  Leigh. 

Joshua  Davidson.  By  E.  Lynn  ;   Puniana.     By   the   Hon. 
^^^^^^'-  j       Hugh  Rowley. 

Old  Stories  Re-told.     By  [    Gastronomy  as  a  Fine  Art. 
Walter  Thornbury.  |       By  Brillat-Savarin. 

*^*  Other  Volumes  are  in  preparation. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Frontispiece,  ']s.  6d. 

Moore's  (Thomas)   Prose  and  Verse — 

Humorous^  Satirical,  and  Sentimental.  Including  Suppressed 
Passages  from  the  Memoirs  of  Lord  Byron.  Chiefly  from  the 
Author's  MSS.,  and  all  hitherto  Inedited  and  Uncollected.  Edited, 
with  Notes,  by  Richard  Herne  Shepherd. 

"  Hitherto  TJwmas  Moore  has  been  jnostly  regarded  as  one  of  the  lighter  writers 
fnerely — a  sentimental  poet  par  excellence,  in  whom  the  '  rapture  of  love  atid  of 
nuine  '  determined  hiifi  strictly  to  certain  anodes  of  sympathy  and  of  utterance,  and 
these  to  a  large  extent  of  a  slightly  artificial  character.  This  volume  will  serve  to 
show  hint  in  other,  and  certainly  as  attractive,  aspects,  while,  at  the  same  time, 
efiabliftg  us  to  a  considerable  extent  to  see  how  faithfully  he  developed  himself  on 
tJte  poetical  or  fanciful  side.  .  .  .  This  is  a  book  which  claims,  as  it  ought  to 
obtain,  various  classes  of  readers,  and  we  trtist  that  the  very  mixed  elements  of 
interest  in  it  may  not  conflict  with  its  obtaining  them.  For  the  lightest  reader 
there  is  much  to  enjoy  ;  for  tlie  most  thoughtful  something  to  ponder  over;  and  the 
thanks  of  both  are  due  to  editor  and  publisher  rt//>t^."— Nonconformist. 


CHAT7.G  or'    WIND  US,  PICCADILLY. 


25 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  gilt  edges,  *}$.  6d. 

Mtises  of  May  fair  : 

Vers  de  Societe  of  the  Nineteenth  Century.  Including  Selections 
from  Tennyson,  Browning,  Swinburne,  Rossktti,  Jean 
Ingelow,  Locker,  Ingoldsby,  Hood,  Lytton,  C.  S.  C; 
Landor,  Austin  Dobson,  &c.     Edited  by  H.  C.  Pennell. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Vignette  Portraits,  price  ds.  per  Vol. 

Old  Dramatists,  The : 


Ben  Jons  Oil's  Works, 

With  Notes,  Critical  and  Ex- 
planatory, and  a  Biographical 
Memoir  by  William  'Gifford. 
Edited  by  Col.  Cunningham. 
Three  Vols. 

Chapman  's  Works. 

Now  First  Collected,  Complete 
in  Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains 
the  Plays  complete,  including  the 
doubtful  ones  ;  Vol,  II,  the 
Poems  and  Minor  Translations, 
with  an   Introductory  Essay  by 


Algernon  Charles  Swin- 
burne ;  Vol,  III.  the  Transla- 
tions of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 

Marlowe's  Works. 

Including  his  Translations.  Edit- 
ed, with  Notes  and  Introduction, 
by  Col.  Cunningham.  One  Vol. 

Massi7iger^s  Plays. 

From  the  Text  of  William 
Gifford.  With  the  addition  of 
the  Tragedy  of  "Believe  as  you 
List."  Edited  by  Col.  Cun- 
ningham.   One  Vol. 


Crown  8vo,  red  cloth  extra,  5^.  each. 

Ouida  's  Novels. — Uniform  Edition, 

Held  m  Bo?tdage.  By  Ouida.  |  Folle  Farine.  By  Ouida. 

Strathmore.  By  Ouida.  |  Dog  of  Flanders.  By  Ouida. 


Chandos.  By  Ouida. 

Under  Two  Flags.  By  ouida. 

Idalia.  By  Ouida. 

Tricotrin.  By  Ouida. 

Cecil  Castleinaine.  By  Ouida.  i  Ariadfii. 

Puck.  By  Ouida.  I  FriendsJiip. 


Pascarel.  By  Ouida. 

Two  Wooden  S hoeshy  0\jiT>fi,. 

SigJia.  By  Ouida. 

In  a  Winter  City.  By  Ouida. 

By  Ouida. 
By  Ouida. 


NEW  AND  CHEAPER  EDITION  OF  OUIDA' S  NO  VELS. 

A  POPULAR  EDITION  OF  OUIDA'S  NOVELS  is  ncnv  in  the 
press,  to  be  issued  in  Monthly  Voluvibs,  illustrated  boards,  at  is. 
each.     The  First  Volu7ne,  "HELD  IN  BONDAGE,"  will  be  pub- 
lished on  May  20,  to  be  followed  /«  June  by  "  STRATHMORE." 
The  ss.  Library  Edition  will  continue  to  he  sold. 
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Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  numerous  Illustrations,  ^s. 

North  Italian  Folk. 

By  Mrs.    Comyns    Carr.     With    Illustrations    by  Randolph 
Caldecott. 

"  A  delightful  book ,  of  a  kmd  which  is  far  too  rare.  If  anyotte  wants  to  really 
know  the  North  Italian  folk,  we  can  honestly  advise  hi>n  to  07nit  tJte  j'otir-ney,  and 
sit  nowft  to  read  Mrs.  Carr' s pages  instead,  ,  .  .  Description  with  Mrs.  Carr 
is  a  real  gift  .  .  .  It  is  rarely  that  a  book  is  so  happily  illustrated." — Con- 
temporary Review. 

Crown  8vo,  carefully  printed  on  creamy  paper,  and  tastefully 
bound  in  cloth  for  the  Library,  price  6$,  each. 

Piccadilly  Novels,  The : 

ANTONINA.     By  WiLKiE  Collins.    Illustrated  by  Sir  J.  Gilbert 
and  Alfred  Concanen. 

BASIL.     By  Wilkie  Collins.      Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert 
and  J,  Mahoney. 

HIDE  AND  SEEK.      By   Wilkie  Collins.      Illustrated  by   Sir 
John  Gilbert  and  J.  Mahoney. 

THE  DEAD  SECRET.     By  Wilkie  Collins.     Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert  and  H.  Furniss. 

QUEEN  OF  HEARTS.     By  Wilkie  Collins.     Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert  and  A.  Concanen. 

MY  MISCELLANIES.     By  Wilkie  Collins.     With  Steel  For- 
trait,  and  Illustrations  by  A.  Concanen. 

THE  WOMAN  IN  WHITE.     By  Wilkie  Collins.     Illustrated 
by  Sir  J.  Gilbert  and  F.  A.  Fraser. 

THE  MOONSTONE.      By  Wilkie  Collins.      Illustrated  by  G. 
Du  Maurier  and  F.  A.  Fraser. 

MAN  AND  WIFE.    By  WiLKiE  Collins.  Illustrated  by  William 

Small. 
POOR  MISS  FINCH.     By  Wilkie  Collins.     Illustrated  by  G. 

Du  Maurier  and  Edward  Hughes. 
MISS  OR  MRS.  ?      By  Wilkie  Collins.      Illustrated  by  S.  L. 

Fildes  and  Henry  Woods. 
THE  NEW  MAGDALEN.     By  Wilkie  Collins.     Illustrated  by 

G.  Du  Maurier  and  C.  S.  Rands. 

THE  FROZEN  DEEP.      By  Wilkie  Collins.     Illustrated  by  G. 
Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 

THE  LAW  AND  THE  LADY.      By  Wilkie  Collins.      Illus- 
trated  by  S.  L.  FiLDES  and  Sydney  Hall. 

THE  TWO  DESTINIES.     By  Wilkie  Collins. 

THE  HAUNTED  HOTEL.     By  WiLKiE  Collins.     Illustrated  by 
Arthur  Hopkins. 

DECEIVERS  EVER.     By  Mrs.  H.  Lovett  Cameron. 
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The  Piccadilly  ^ovm.s— continued. 

JULIET'S  GUARDIAN.     By  Mrs.  H.  Lovett  Cameron.     Illus- 
trated by  Valentine  Bromley. 
FELICIA.      By  M.   Betham-Edwards.     With  a  Frontispiece  by 

W.  BOWXES. 
"A  noble  novel.     Its  teaching  is  elevated,  its  story  is  sympathetic,  and  the  kind 
of  feeling  its  pertisal  leaves  behind  is  tJiat  more  ordinarily  derived  from  music  or 
poetry  than  from  prose  fiction.     Few  works  in  modern  fiction  stand  as  high  tn  our 
estimation  as  this." — Sunday  Times. 

OLYMPIA.     By  R.  E.  Francillon. 

UNDER  THE  GREENWOOD  TREE.     By  THOMAS  Hardy. 

FATED  TO  BE  FREE.     By  Jean  Ingelow. 

THE  QUEEN  OF  CONNAUGHT.     By  Harriett  Jay. 

THE  DARK  COLLEEN.     By  Harriett  Jay. 

"  A  novel  which  possesses  tJie  rare  and  valuable  quality  of  novelty.     .     'rXjT 
scenery  will  be  strange  to  most  readers,  a7id  in  many  passages  the  aspects  of  Nature 
are  very  cleverly  described.     Moreover,  the  book  is  a  sttidy  of  a  very  cuncnis  and 
interesting  state  of  society.     A  novel  which  no  novel-reader  should  miss,  and  which, 
people  who gefieraliy  shun  novels  may  enjoy." — Saturday  Review. 

THE  WORLD  WELL  LOST.     By  E.  Lynn  LiNTON.     Illustrated 
by  J.  Lawson  and  Henry  French. 

THE    ATONEMENT    OF    LEAM    DUNDAS.       By    E.    LYNN 
Linton.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Henry  Woods. 

PATRICIA  KSMBALL.     By  E.  Lynn  Linton.      With  a  Frontis- 
piece by  G.  Du  Maurier. 
"  Displays  genuine  humour,  as  well  as  keen  social  observation.     Enough  graphic 

portraiture  and  witty  observation  to  furnish  materials  for  half  a  dozen  novels  of 

the  ordinary  kind." — Saturday  Review. 

THE  WATERDALE  NEIGHBOURS.     By  Justin  McCarthy. 

MY  ENEMY'S  DAUGHTER.     By  Justin  McCarthy. 

LINLEY  ROCHFORD.     By  Justin  McCarthy. 

A  FAIR  SAXON.     By  Justin  McCarthy. 

DEAR  LADY  DISDAIN.     By  Justin  McCarthy. 

MISS  MISANTHROPE.     By  JusTiN  McCarthy.     Illustrated  by 

Arthur  Hopkins. 
THE  EVIL  EYE,  and  other  Stories.      By  Katharine  S.  Mac- 

QUOiD.    Illustrated  by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid  and  Percy  Macquoid. 

"  Cameos  delicately,  if  not  very  Tninutely  or  vividly,  -wrought,  and  quite  finished 
enough  to  give  a  pleasurable  sense  of  artistic  ease  and  facility.  A  word  of  com- 
mendation is  merited  by  the  illustrations." — Academy. 

NUMBER  SEVENTEEN.     By  Henry  Kingsley. 

OAKSHOTT  CASTLE.     By  Henry  Kingsley.     With  a  Frontis- 
piece  by  Shirley  Hodson. 

"A  brisk  and  clear  north  wind  of  sentiment — sentiment  that  braces  instead  of 
enervating— blows  through  all  his  works,  and  makes  all  their  readers  at  once 
healthier  and  more  glad." — Spectator. 
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The  Piccadilly  Novels — continued. 

OPEN !    SESAME !      By  Florence   Marryat.      Illustrated  by 
F.  A.  Eraser. 

"  A    story  which  arouses  and  sustains   the  readers  interest  to  a  higher  degree 
than,  perhaps,  any  of  its  author  s  former  works." — Graphic. 

WHITELADIES.     By  Mrs.  Oliphant.     With  Illustrations  by  A. 
Hopkins  and  H.  Woods. 
"  A  pleasant  and  readable  book,  written  with  practical  ease  and  grace." — Times. 

THE  BEST  OF  HUSBANDS.     By  James  Payn.     Illustrated  by 
J.  MoYR  Smith. 

FALLEN  FORTUNES.     By  James  Payn. 

HALVES.    By  James  Payn,    With  a  Frontispiece  by  J.  Mahoney. 

WALTER'S  V70RD.     By  James  Payn.     Illustrated  by  J.   Moyr 
Smith. 

WHAT  HE  COST  HER.     By  James  Payn. 

LESS  BLACK  THAN  WE'RE  PAINTED.     By  James  Payn. 

BY  PROXY.     By  James  Payn.    Illustrated  by  Arthur  Hopkins. 

"  His  novels  are  always  commendable  in  the  sense  of  art.  They  also  fossess 
anotlier  distinct  claim  to  our  liking  :  the  girls  in  them,  are  rem.arkably  charm,- 
ing  afid  true  to  nature,  as  tnost  people,  we  believe^  have  the  good  fortune  to 
observe  nature  represented  by  girls." — Spectator. 

HER  MOTHER'S  DARLING.     By  Mrs.  J.  H.  Riddell. 

THE  WAY  WE  LIVE  NOW.     By  Anthony  Trollope.     With 

Illustrations. 
THE  AMERICAN  SENATOR.     By  Anthony  Trollope. 

**  Mr,  Trollope  has  a  true  artist's  idea  of  tone,  of  colour,  of  harmony:  his 
pictures  are  one,  and  seldom  out  of  drawing;  he  never  strains  after  effect, is 
fidelity  itself  in  expressing  English  life,  is  never  guilty  of  caricature." — 
Fortnightly  Review. 

DIAMOND  CUT  DIAMOND.     By  T.  A.  Trollope. 

**  Full  of  life,  of  interest,  of  close  observation,  afid  sympathy.  .  .  .  When 
Mr.  Trollope  paints  a  sce7u,  it  is  sure  to  be  a  scene  worth  painting." — Satur- 
day Review. 

BOUND  TO  THE  WHEEL.     By  John  Saunders, 

GUY  WATERMAN.     By  John  Saunders. 

ONE  AGAINST  THE  WORLD.     By  John  Saunders. 

THE  LION  IN  THE  PATH.     By  John  Saunders. 

**  A  carefully  "written  and  beautiful  story — a  story  of  goodness  and  truth, 
which  is  yet  as  interesting  as  though  it  dealt  with  the  opposite  qualities.  .  .  . 
The  author  of  this  really  clever  story  has  been  at  great  pains  to  work  out  all 
its  details  with  elaborate  coTtscientiousness,  and  the  result  is  a  very  vivid  picture 
of  the  ways  of  life  and  habits  of  thought  of  a  hundred  and  fifty  years  ago, 
,     .     .     Certainly  a  very  interesting  book." — Times. 

THE  MONKS  OF  THELEMA.    By  W.  Besant  and  James  Rice. 
BY  CELIA'S  ARBOUR.     By  W.  Besant  and  James  Rice. 
READY-MONEY  MORTIBOY.    By  W.  Besant  and  James  Rice. 
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The  Piccadilly  Novels — continued. 

MY  LITTLE  GIRL.     By  W.  Besant  and  James  Rice. 
THE  CASE  OF  MR.  LUCRAFT.  By  W.  Besant  and  James  Rice. 
THIS  SON  OF  VULCAN.     By  W.  Besant  and  James  Rice. 
WITH  HARP  AND  CROWN.     By  W.  Besant  and  James  Rice. 
THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY.    By  W.  Besant  and  James  Rice. 
With  a  Frontispiece  by  F.  S.  Walker. 

*'  '  The  Golden  Butterfly  '  will  certainly  add  to  the  happiness  of  mankind,  /or  we 
defy  anybody  to  read  it  with  a  gloomy  countenance." — Times. 


Two  Vols.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  lOs.  6d. 

Plutarch's  Lives  of  Illustrious  Men, 

Translated  from  the  Greek,  with  Notes  Critical  and  Historical, 
and  a  Life  of  Plutarch,  by  John  and  William  Langhorne, 
New  Edition,  with  Medallion  Portraits. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Portrait  and  Illustrations,  *js.  6d. 

Poe's  Choice  Prose  and  Poetical  PForks, 

With  Baudelaire's  **  Essay." 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Illustrated,  'js.  6d, 

Poe,  The  Life  of  Edgar  Allan: 

By  William  F.  Gill.     With  numerous  Illustrations  and  Fac- 
similes. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Poptilar  Novels,  Cheap  Editions  of, 

[WiLKiE  Collins'  Novels  and  Besant  and  Rice's  Novels  may  also  be  had  in 
cloth  limp  at  2J.  6d.   See,  too,  tJte  Piccadilly  NovELS,yi7r  Library  Editio}is.'\ 

Ready-Money    Mortiboy.      By   -    With  Harp   and  Crown.     By 
Walter  Besant   and  James  Authors  of  "  Ready-Money  Mor- 

Rice.  j        tiboy." 

The  Golden  Butterfly.    By  Au-  surly  Tim.   By  F.  H.  Burnett. 
thors  of  "  Ready-Money  Morti- 
boy." The   Woman   in   White.      By 

This  Son  of  Vulcan.  Bv  Authors  Wilkie  Collins. 

of  "  Ready-Money  Mortiboy."  Antonina.  By  WiLKiE  CoLLiNS. 

My  Little  Gu"l.     By  Authors  of  Basil.     By  Wilkie  Collins. 

"  Ready-Money  Mortiboy."  Hide   and   Seek.     By  Wilkie 

The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft.     By  Collins. 

Authors  of  "  Ready-Money  Mor-  The  Dead  Secret.     By  Wilkie 
tiboy."  Collins. 
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Popular  Novels— Cheap  Ya)YY\o-^'^— continued. 

My   Enemy's   Daughter.       By 

Justin  McCarthy. 
Linley  Rocliford.     By  Justin 


By 
By  WiLKiE 
By  WiLKiE 

By  WiLKiE 
By  WiLKiE 

By  ^VILKIE 


The    Queen    of   Hearts 

WiLKiE  Collins. 
My  Miscellanies. 

Collins. 
The  Moonstone. 

Collins. 

Man  and  Wife. 

Collins. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 

Collins. 
Miss   or  Mrs.  ? 

Collins. 
The     New     Magdalen.       By 

WiLKiE  Collins. 
The  Frozen  Deep.  By  Wilkie 

Collins. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady.     By 

WiLKiE  Collins. 
The  Two  Destinies.  By  Wilkie 

Collins. 
Roxy.  By  Edward  Eggleston. 
Fehcia.      By  M.   Betham-Ed- 

WARDS. 

FUthy  Lucre.     By  Albany  de 

Fonelanque. 
Olympia.  By  R.  E.  Francillon. 
Dick      Temple.       By     James 

Greenwood. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  Thomas  Hardy. 
An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog.    By 

Bret  Harte. 
Fated  to  be  Free.      By  Jean 

Ingelow. 
The  Queen  of  Connaught.    By 

Harriett  Jay. 
The  Dark  Colleen.     By  Har- 
riett Jay. 
Number  Seventeen.  By  Henry 

Kingsley. 
Oakshott   Castle.    By  Henry 

Kingsley. 
The    Waterdale    Neighboiu'S. 

By  Justin  McCarthy. 


By    Justin 
By  Justin 


Mrs.    Oli- 


By 


McCarthy. 

A   Fair    Saxon. 
McCarthy. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

McCarthy. 
The  Evil  Eye.     By  Katharine 

S.  Macquoid. 
Open!  Sesame!     By  Florence 

Marryat. 

Whiteladies.       By 

phant. 
The  Best   of  Husband?. 

James  Payn. 
Walter's  Word.     By  J.  Payn. 
The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget- 

By  Edgar  A.  Poe. 
Her  Mother's  Darling.  By  Mrs. 

J,  H.  Riddell. 

Gaslight    and  Daylight.       By 
George  Augustus  Sala, 

Bound  to  the  Wheel.    By  John 
Saunders. 

Guy  Waterman.  J.  Saunders 

One  Against  the  World 
John  Saunders. 

The  Lion  in  the  Path.  By  John 
and  Katherine  Saunders. 

Tales   for    the   Marines. 
Walter  Tho]   .bury. 

The  Way  we  Live  Now 

Anthony  Trollope. 

The  American   Senator. 
Anthony  Trollope. 

Diamond  Cut  Diamond, 
T.  A.  Trollope. 

An  Idle  Excursion.     By  Mark 
Twain. 

The  Adventures  of  Tom  Saw- 
yer.    By  Mark  Twain. 

A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the  Conti- 
nent of  Europe.    By  M.  Twain. 


By 


By 
By 
By 
By 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  *]s.  6d. 

Primitive  Man7iers  a7id  Customs. 

By  James  A.  Farrer. 

Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  3^.  dd. 

Prince  of  A  rgo  lis,  The: 

A  Story  of  the  Old  Greek  Fairy  Time.     By  J.  Moyr  Smith. 
With  130  Illustrations  by  the  Author. 

"  /«  '  The  Prince  of  Argolis '  Mr.  Moyr  Stnith  has  given  us  a  very  lively  version 
of  the  grand  old  Greek  myth  of  Theseus.  He  has  skilfully  contrived  to  preser-ce 
the  rich  classic  flavour  attd  grace  of  the  story,  while  at  the  same  tijne  infusing  into 
it  a  spirit  of  sparkle  and  badinage  which  is  essentially  modern.  In  doing  this 
Mr.  Smith  has  bee7i  materially  helped  by  the  cha7nni7ig  little  woodcuts  which  he 
has  scattered  all  through  the  volume,  and  which  continually  peep  up  in  unexpected 
corfiers  to  give  additional  poi)it  and  humotir  to  the  text.  His  treatment  of  tJte 
Greek  heroic  myth  is  widely  different  from  Kifigsley's — not,  perhaps,  so  reverent  or 
so  loftily  (esthetic,  but  quite  as  wise,  and  tnuch  tnore  witty. ^^ — Scotsman. 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  \2s.  6d. 

Proctor's  Myths  and  Marvels  of  Astro- 
nomy. By  Richard  A.  Proctor,  Author  of  ''Other  Worlds 
than  Ours,"  &c. 

"  Mr.  Proctor,  who  is  well  and  widely  known  for  Jiis  faculty  of  popularising  the 
latest  results  of  the  science  of  which  lie  is  a  master,  has  brought  together  in  these 
fascinating  chapters  a  curious  collection  of  popular  belief s  coficerning  divination  by 
the  stars,  tJie  influences  of  the  moon,  the  destination  of  the  comets,  the  cofistellation 
figures,  and  the  habitation  of  other  worlds  than  ours." — Daily  News. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  loj.  dd. 

Proctor's  Pleasa7tt  Ways  in  Science. 

By  Richard  A.  Proctor. 

"  When  scientific  problems  of  an  abstruse  and  difficult  character  are  presented 
to  the  unscientific  miTid,  something  more  than  mere  knowledge  is  necessary  in 
order  to  achieve  success.  The  ability  to  trace  such  p7-oblems  through  the  several 
stages  of  observation  and  experiment  to  their  successful  solution,  withotit  once 
suffering  the  reader's  attention  to  flag,  or  his  interest  in  the  issue  of  the  investi- 
gation to  abate,  argues  the  possession  by  the  writer,  not  only  of  a  thorough  ac- 
quaintance with  his  subject,  but  also  of  that  rare  gift,  the  power  o/  readily  im- 
parting his  knowledge  to  those  who  have  not  the  aptitude  to  acquire  i-,  unaivested 
of  scientific  formulte.  Now,  such  a  writer  is  Mr.  R.  A.  Proctor.  Of  his  skill  in 
this  particular  class  of  literature  he  has  already  given  ample  proof  in  such  works 
as  his  '  Light  Science  for  Leisure  Hours,'  '  Science  Byways,'  d^c.  /  and  his  present 
work,  'Pleasant  Ways  in  Science,'  follows  closely  ofi  the  same  track."— ScOTS^iAif . 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5^-. 

Pro7nethens  the  Pire-Giver  : 

An  attempted  Restoration  of  the  Lost  First  Part  of  the  Trilogy 
of  iT.schylus. 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Portrait  and  Facsimile,  7^.  (>d. 

Prout  (Father),  The  Final  Reliques  of. 

Collected  and  Edited,  from  MSS.  supplied  by  the  family  of  the 
Rev.  Francis  Mahony,  by  Blanchard  Jerrold, 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7^.  (>d. 

Pursuivant  of  Arms,  The  ; 

or.  Heraldry  founded  upon  Facts.  A  Popular  Guide  to  the 
Science  of  Heraldry.  By  J.  R.  Planch]£,  Esq.,  Somerset 
Herald.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece,  Plates,  and  200  Illustrations. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7^.  6</. 

Rabelais'  Works. 

Faithfully  Translated  from  the  French,  with  variorum  Notes,  and 
numerous  Characteristic  Illustrations  by  Gustave  Dor6. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  with  numerous  Illustrations,  and  a  beautifully 
executed  Chart  of  the  various  Spectra,  7^.  (>d. 

Rambosson  's  Astro^tomy, 

By  J.  Rambosson,  Laureate  of  the  Institute  of  France.     Trans- 
lated by  C.  B.  Pitman.     Profusely  Illustrated. 


NEW  WORK  B V  DR.  RICHARDSON. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  \os.  6d. 

RichardsonsfDr.)  A  Ministry  of  Health, 

and  other  Papers.  By  Benjamin  Ward  Richardson,  M.D.,  &c. 

"  This  highly  interesting  vobiine  contains  i(J>u<ards  of  nine  addresses,  written 
in  the  author's  well-known  style,  and  full  of  great  and  good  thoughts.  .  .  .  The 
•work  is,  like  all  tlwse  of  the  author,  that  of  a  man  of  genius,  of  great  po^Mer,  of 
experience,  and  noble  independence  of  thought." — Popular  Science  Review. 

"  At  tlie  prese  7tt  tnontent  Dr.  RicJiardson  is  the  foremost  man  ift  England  as 
representative  of  health-culture.  .  .  .  The  entire  volume  constitutes  a  striki7igly 
important  and  novel  contribution  to  the  literatu7-e  of  a  great  subject.'" — Sunday 
Times. 


Handsomely  printed,  price  5^. 

Roll  of  Battle  Abbey,  The  ; 

or,  A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors  who  came  over  from  Nor- 
mandy with  William  the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this  Country, 
A.D.  1066-7.  Printed  on  fine  plate  paper,  nearly  three  feet  by 
two,  with  the  principal  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours. 
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Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  dd. 

RossettVs(lV.  M.J  Criticism  upon  Swin- 
burne $  *'  Poems  and  Ballads.^'' 

1  vols.,  large  4to,  profusely  Illustrated,  half-Roxburghe,  price  £2  i6j-. 

Rowlandson  the  Caricaturist. 

A  Selection  from  his  Works,  with  Anecdotal  Descriptions  of  his 
Famous  Caricatures,  and  a  Sketch  of  his  Life,  Times,  and  Con- 
temporaries. With  400  Illustrations,  mostly  in  Facsimile  of  the 
Originals.  By  Joseph  Grego,  Author  of  "James  Gillray  the 
Caricaturist;  his  Life,  Works,  and  Times."  \^In  the  press. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  6d. 

Sanson  Faynily,  Memoirs  of  the  : 

Seven  Generations  of  Executioners.  By  Henri  Sanson.  Trans- 
lated from  the  French,  with  Introduction,  by  Camille  BARRtRE. 
"  A  faithful  translation  of  this  curious  work,  ivhich  will  certainly  repay  perusal 
— not  on  the  ground  of  its  being  full  of  horrors,  for  the  original  author  seems  to 
he  rather  ashamed  of  the  technical  aspect  of  his  profession,  and  is  comtnerulably 
reticent  as  to  its  details,  but  because  it  contains  a  lucid  account  of  the  most  notable 
causes  celebres /ri?w  the  time  of  Lotas  XIV.  to  a  period  within  the  memory  of 
persons  still  living.  .  .  .  Can  scarcely  fail  to  be  extremely  entertaining." — 
Daily  Telegraph. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  profusely  Illustrated,  4?,  6</.  each. 

''Secret  OtW  Series,  The, 

The  Pyrotechnisf  s    Trea-  \  MagiciaiUs  Ow?t  Book  : 

sury ;      or,      Complete     Art     of  i  Performances  with  Cups  and  Balls, 

Making  Fireworks.    By  Thomas  i  Eggs,    Hats,   Handkerchiefs,  &c. 

Kentish.      With   numerous   II-  All    from     Actual      Experience, 

lustrations.  j  Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.     200 

21ie  Art  of  Amusing :        '     illustrations. 

A   Collection   of    Graceful   Arts,    .  Magic  No  Mystery  .* 

Games,  Tricks,  Puzzles,  and  Cha-  Tricks  with  Cards,   Dice,    Balls, 

rades.  By  Frank  Bellew.   300  |  &c.,  with  fully  descriptive  Direc- 

lUustrations.  tions  ;  the  Art  of  Secret  Writing  ; 

Hanky-Panky  :  the  Training  of  Performing  Ani- 

Very  Easy  Tricks,  Verv  Difficult  mals,  &c.     With  Coloured  Fron- 

Tricks,  White  Magic,  Sleight  of  tispiece  and  many  Illustrations. 


Hand.    Edited  by  W.  H.  Cre- 
mer.    200  Illustrations. 

T/ie  Merry  Circle : 

A  Book  of  New  Intellectual  Games 


The  Secret  Out : 

One  Thousand  Tricks  with  Cards, 
and  other  Recreations  ;  with  En- 
tertaining Experiments  in  Draw- 


and    Amusements.      By    Clara         ing-room  or  "  White  Magic. "   By 
Bellew.    Many  Illustrations.  W.  H.  Cremer.  300  Engravings, 
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Post  8vo,  with  Portrait,  cloth  extra,  *]$.  6d. 

Shakespeare,  The  Lansdowne. 

Beautifully  printed  in  red  and  black,  in  small  but  very  clear  type. 
With  engraved  facsimile  of  Droeshout's  Portrait. 

In  reduced  facsimile,  small  8vo,  half  Roxburghe,  \os.  6d. 

Shakespeare,  The  First  Folio. 

Mr.  William  Shakespeare's  Comedies,  Histories,  and  Trage- 
dies.   Published  according  to  the  true  Originall  Copies.     London, 
Printed  by  Isaac  Iaggard  and  Ed.  Blount,  1623. — An  exact 
Reproduction  of  the  extremely  rare  original,  in  reduced  facsimile 
by  a  photographic  process — ensuring  the  strictest  accuracy  in  every 
detail. 
'*  To  Messrs.  Chatto  and  Windns    belongs  tJie  tturit  of  having  d(me  tnore   to 
facilitate  the  critical  study  of  tJie  text  of  our  great  dratnatist  than  all  the  Shake- 
speare clubs  and  societies  put  togetlier.      A   catnplete  facsitnile  of  the  celebrated 
First  Folio  edition  of  162-^  for  halfa-guinea  is  at  ottce  a  miracle  of  cheapness  and 
enterprise.     Being  in  a  reduced  form,  the  type  is  necessarily  rather  diminutive, 
but  it  is  as  distinct  as  in  a  genuine  cofy  of  the  original,  and  will  be  found  to  be  as 
useful  and  far  vtore  ha.ndy  to  the  sticdent  than  the  latter" — Athen^um. 

Crown  4to,  cloth  gilt,  profusely  Illustrated,  loj.  6d.  (uniform  with 

*'  Chaucer  for  Children.") 

Shakespeare  for  Children  : 

TALES  FROM  SHAKESPEARE.  By  Charles  and  Mary 
Lamb.  With  numerous  Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by 
J.  Moyr  Smith. 

Eight  Vols,  royal  8vo,  cloth  extra,  profusely  Illustrated,  ^■3  I2x. 

Shakspere  s    Dramatic   JVorks,    Poems, 

Doubt  fid  Plays,  and  Biography. — Charles  Knight's  Pictorial 
Edition,  with  many  hundred  beautiful  Engravings  on  Wood  of 
Views,  Costumes,  Old  Buildings,  Antiquities,  Portraits,  &c. 


Two  Vols,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  18^. 

Shakspere,  The  School  of. 

Including  "The  Life  and  Death  of  Captain  Thomas  Stukeley," 
with  a  New  Life  of  Stucley,  from  Unpublished  Sources  ;  *'  No- 
body and  Somebody,"  **  Histriomastix,"  "The  Prodigal  Son," 
"Jack  Drum's  Entertainement, "  "A  Warning  for  Fair  Women," 
with  Reprints  of  the  Accounts  of  the  Murder  ;  and  ' '  Faire  Em. ' ' 
Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Notes,  and  an  Account  of  Robert 
Green  and  his  Quarrels  with  Shakspere,  by  Richard  Simpson, 
B.A.,  Author  of  "  The  Philosophy  of  Shakspere's  Sonnets, "  "The 
Life  of  Campion,"  &c.  With  an  Introduction  by  F.  J.  Furnivall. 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  'js.  6d. 

Signboards  : 

■  Their  History.  With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns  and  Re- 
markable Characters.  By  Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden 
HoTTEN.     With  nearly  100  Illustrations. 

*'  Even  if  we  were  ever  so  maliciously  inclined,  ive  could  not  pick  out  all  Messrs. 
Lar^vood  and  Hottens  plu7ns,  because  the  good  things  are  so  numerous  as  to  defy 
the  m.ost  "wholesale  depredation." — Times. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  10  full-page  Tinted 
Illustrations,  yj.  dd. 

Sheridan's  Complete  Works, 

with  Life  and  Anecdotes.  Including  his  Dramatic  Writings, 
printed  from  the  Original  Editions,  his  Works  in  Prose  and 
Poetry,  Translations,  Speeches,  Jokes,  Puns,  &c. ;  with  a  Collec- 
tion of  Sheridaniana. 

"  The  editor  has  brought  together  within  a  manageable  compass  not  only  thi 
seven  plays  by  which  Sheridan  is  best  known,  but  a  collection  also  of  his  poetical 
pieces  which  are  less  familiar  to  t/ie  public,  sketches  o/ unfinished  dramas,  selections 
from  his  reported  witticisms,  and  extracts  from  his  pHncipal  speeches.  To  these 
is  prefixed  a  sJiort  but  well-written  meynoir ,  giving  tfie  chief  facts  iyi  Sheridan  s 
literary  and  political  career  ;  so  that,  with  this  volume  in  his  hand,  the  sttident 
fnay  consider  himself  tolerably  well  furnisJied  with  all  tJuit  is  necessary  for  a 
general  comprehension  of  t  lie  subject  of  it."—  Pall  Mall  Gazetth. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  6s.  6d. 

Slang  Dictionary ,  The  : 

Etymological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal.     An  Entirely  New 

Edition,  revised  throughout,  and  considerably  Enlarged. 

"  We  are  glad  to  see  tJte  Slang  Dictionary  reprinted  and  enlarged.  From,  a  high 
scientific  point  of  view  this  book  is  not  to  be  despised.  Of  course  it  cannot  fail  to 
be  amusing  also.  It  contains  the  very  vocabulary  of  unrestrained  humour,  and 
oddity,  and  grotesgueness.  In  a  word,  it  provides  valuable  -material  both  for  the 
student  of  langicage  and  the  student  ofhumaJi  nature." — Academy. 

Exquisitely  printed  in  miniature,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  2s.  6d, 

Smoker's  Text-Book,  The, 

By  J.  Hamer,  F.R.S.L. 

Crown  4to,  uniform  with  "  Chaucer  for  Children,"  with  Coloured 
Illustrations,  cloth  gilt,  los,  6d. 

Spenser  for  Children. 

By  M.  H.  TowRY.  With  Illustrations  in  Colours  by  Walter 
J.  Morgan. 

"  Spenser  has  siirply  been  transferred  into  plain  prose,  with  here  and  tJiere  a 
line  or  stanza  quoted,  where  the  meanifig  and  the  diction  are  within  a  child 's 
comprehension,  and  additional  point  is  thus  given  to  the  narrative  without  the 
cost  of  obscurity.  .  .  .  A  ItogetJier  the  work  has  been  well  and  carefully  done.'"' 
—The  Times. 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  pj. 

Stedman  's  Victorian  Poets : 

Critical  Essays.     By  Edmund  Clarence  Stedman. 

"  We  ought  to  he  thankful  to  those  who  do  critical  work  with  competent  skill 
and  understanding,  with  honesty  of  purpose,  and  with  diligence  and  thoroughness 
of  execution.  And  Mr.  Stedman,  having  chosen  to  work  in  this  line,  deserves  the 
thanks  of  'English  scholars  by  these  qualities  and  by  something  more  ; 
he  is  faithful,  studious,  and  discer?iing. "     <^  "  ~— "  ■  "  ^  "" 


-Saturday  Review. 


Crovm  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  ys.  6d. 

Swift's  Choice  Works, 

in  Prose  and  Verse.     With  Memoir,  Portrait,  and  Facsimiles  of 
the  Maps  in  the  Original  Edition  of  "Gulliver's  Travels." 

"The  '  Tale  of  a  Tub'  is,  in  my  apprehension,  the  masterpiece  of  Swift  ; 
certainly  Rcibelais  has  nothing  superior,  even  in  invention,  nor  anything  so  con- 
densed, so  pointed,  so  full  of  real  meaning,  of  biting  satire,  of  felicitous  analogy. 
The  *  Battle  of  the  Books  is  such  an  improvement  on  the  similar  combat  in  the 
Lutrin,  that  we  can  hardly  own  it  as  an  imitation." — Hallam. 

"If  he  had  never  written  either  th^  '  Tale  of  a  Tub '  or  '  Gulliver's  Travels,'  his 
name  ynerely  as  a  Poet  would  have  come  down  to  us,  and  have  gone  down  to  pos- 
terity, with  well-earned  honours."— ^kzxxit. 


Swinburne's  Works 

The   Queen    Mother  and 

Rosamond.     Fcap.  8vo,  55. 

Atalanla  in  Calydon, 

A  New  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  6j. 

Chastelard. 

A  Tragedy.     Crown  8vo,  7J. 

Poems  and  Ballads. 

First  Series.      Fcap.  8vo,  9J. 
Also  in  crown  8vo,  at  same  price. 

Poems  and  Ballads. 

Secon'd  Series.     Fcap.  8vo,  9J. 
Also  in  crown  Svo,  at  same  price. 

Notes     on    ^^ Poems    and 

Ballads."    8vo,  is. 

William   Blake: 

A  Critical  Essay.  With  Facsimile 
Paintings.     Demy  Svo,  i6j. 


Songs  before  Sunrise, 

Crown  8vo,  \os.  6d. 

Bothwell: 

A  Tragedy.     Two  Vols,   crown 
Svo,  I2J.  6d. 

George  Chapman  : 

An  Essay.     Crown  Svo,  js. 

So7tgs  of  Two  Nations, 

Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Essays  and  Studies, 

Crown  Svo,  I2J. 

ErechtJteus  : 

A  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo,  Ss. 

Note  of  an  English  Re- 
publican on  the  Muscovite  Cru- 
sade.   Svo,  IS. 

A  Note  on  Charlotte  Bronte, 

Crown  Svo,  6j. 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  7j.  (id. 

Strutfs    Sports  and   Pastimes  of  the 

People  of  England ;  including  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recrea- 
tions, May  Games,  Mummeries,  Shows,  Processions,  Pageants, 
and  Pompous  Spectacles,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present 
Time.     With  140  Illustrations.     Edited  by  William  Hone. 

Medium  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  ^s.  6d. 

Syntax's  (Dr.)  Three  Tours, 

in  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in  Search  of  Consolation,  and  in 
Search  of  a  Wife.  With  the  whole  of  Rowlandson's  droll  page 
Illustrations,  in  Colours,  and  Life  of  the  Author  by  J.  C.  Hotten. 


Library  Edition.     Four  Vols,  small  8vo,  30J. 

Taine's  History  of  English  Literature, 

Translated  by  Henry  Van  Laun. 

Popular  Edition.     Two  Vols,  crown  8vo,  i$s. 

Taine's  History  of  English  Literature. 

Translated  by  Henry  Van  Laun. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  profusely  Illustrated,  6j. 

Tales  of  Old  Thule. 

Collected  and  Illustrated  by  J.  Moyr  Smith.  [/«  the  press; 

A  New  Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Coloured  Frontispiece 
and  numerous  Illustrations,  Is.  6d, 

Thackerayana : 

Notes  and  Anecdotes.  Illustrated  by  a  profusion  of  Sketches  by 
William  Makepeace  Thackeray,  depicting  Humorous  Inci- 
dents in  his  School-life,  and  Favourite  Characters  in  the  books  of 
his  everyday  reading.  With  Hundreds  of  Wood  Engravings  fac- 
similed from  Mr.  Thackeray's  Original  Drawings. 

"//  -would  have  been  a  real  loss  to  bibliographical  literature  had  copyright 
difficulties  deprived  th4  general  public  of  this  very  amusing  collection.  One  of 
Thackeray' s  habits^  front  his  schoolboy  days,  was  to  ornament  the  margins  and 
blank  pages  of  the  books  he  had  in  use  with  caricature  illustrations  of  their 
contents.  This  gave  special  value  to  the  sale  of  his  library,  and  is  almost  cause 
for  regret  that  it  could  not  have  been  preserved  in  its  integrity.  Thackeray's 
place  in  literature  is  eminent  enough  to  have  made  this  an  interest  to  futurt 
generations.  The  anonymous  editor  has  done  the  best  that  he  could  to  compen- 
sate  for  the  lack  of  this.  It  is  an  admirable  addendum,  net  only  to  his  collected 
works,  but  also  to  any  memoir  of  him  that  has  been,  or  that  is  likely  to  be, 
turitten."— British  Quarterly  Rkvikw. 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  with  Illustrations,  *]s.  6d. 

Thomson' s  Seasons  and  Castle  of  In- 
dolence. With  a  Biographical  and  Critical  Introduction  by  Allan 
Cunningham,  and  over  50  fine  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  numerous  Illustrations,  price  *js.  6d. 

Thornbury s  (Walter)  Haunted  London. 

A  New  Edition,  Revised  and  Corrected,  with  numerous  Illustra- 
tions by  F,  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A.,  and  others.  [/«  the  press. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  Is.  6d. 

Timbs'  Clubs  and  Club  Life  in  London. 

With  Anecdotes  of  its  famous  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries,  and 
Taverns.  By  John  Times,  F.S.A.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  is.  6d. 

Timbs'  English  Eccentrics  and  Ec- 
centricities :  Stories  of  Wealth  and  Fashion,  Delusions,  Impos' 
tures,  and  Fanatic  Missions,  Strange  Sights  and  Sporting  Scenes, 
Eccentric  Artists,  Theatrical  Folks,  Men  of  Letters,  &c.  By  John 
Times,  F.S.A.     With  nearly  50  Illustrations. 

One  Vol.  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  'js.  6d. 

Tom  Taylor 's  Historical  Plays. 

**  Clancarty,"  "Jeanne d' Arc,"  "'Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,"  "The 
Fool's  Revenge,"  "Arkwright's  Wife,"  "Anne  Boleyn,"  "Plot 
and  Passion." 

*:^  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  separately,  at  Is.  each. 
Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  \2s.  6d. 

Tor  r ens    The  Marquess  We  lies  ley  : 

A  Sketch.     By  W.  C.  M'Cullagh  Tcrrens.  \In  the  press. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Coloured  Illustrations,  7^.  dd. 

Turner  s(  J.  M.  W.  JLife  and  Correspond- 
ence. Founded  upon  Letters  and  Papers  furnished  by  his  Friends 
and  fellow  Academicians.  By  Walter  Thorneury.  A  New 
Edition,  considerably  Enlarged.  With  numerous  Illustrations 
in  Colours,  facsimiled  from  Turner's  original  Drawings. 
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NEW  VOLUME  OF  STORIES  BY  THE  AUTHORS  OF 

*  *  READ  Y.MONE  Y  MOR  TIB  OY." 

Cro\vn  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6^. 

'Twas  in   Trafalgar's  Bay,   and  other 

Stories.     By  Walter  Besant  and  James  Rice. 

NEW  NOVEL  BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  '' BY  PROXYr 
Three  vols.,  crown  Svo,  at  every  Library. 

U7ider  One  Roof. 

By  James  Payn,  Author  of  *'  By  Proxy,"  &c. 

"  The  title  of  this  noz'el  is  tnore  than  usually  hapf>y  and  significant  .... 
The  autJwr  deserves  thanks  for  his  charjjting  sketch  of  the  Gerniatt  go7^emess,for 
his  portraits  of  the  two  yiatjcral,  graceful  English  girls,  of  ivhoni  one  at  least 
displays  the  wisdom  of  the  serpent  in  piguaftt  cottjunction  -with  the  hartnlessttess  of 
the  dove,  and  for  the  scenes  in  which  these  three  girls  are  -wooed  and  eventually 
luon.  \Vith  a  few  delicate  and  happy  touches,  and  a  dash  of  humour  to  colo7ir  the 
picture,  Jte  presents  us  %vith  many  ati  exhilarating  piece  of  love-7naking  which  we 
at  once  ackno7uledge  to  be  hit  off  to  the  life,  and  of  which  we  can  easily  fill  up  the 
mere  outline  eitJier from  tJie  imagination  or,  peradi'enture ,  from  me7nory.  .  .  . 
T/ie  irrepressible  spirit  of  drollery  prevails  ;  and  his  intermixture  of  the  i-ublime 
and  the  ridiculous  goes  to  confirm,  the  truth  of  the  saying  that  comedy  lurks  iii  the 
thinks  of  tragedy  ....  The  story  is  pretty  sztrc  to  be  fou7id  attractive." — 
Pall  Mall  Gazette. 


Large  crown  Svo,  cloth  antique,  with  Illustrations,  *ls.  6<i. 

Walton  and  Cotton's  Complete  Angler  ; 

or.  The  Contemplative  Man's  Recreation  :  being  a  Discourse  of 
Rivers,  Fishponds,  Fish  and  Fishing,  written  by  Izaak  Walton  ; 
and  Instructions  how  to  Angle  for  a  Trout  or  Grayling  in  a  clear 
Stream,  by  Charles  Cotton.  With  Original  Memoirs  and 
Notes  by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and  61  Copperplate  Illustrations. 

Carefully  printed  on  paper  to  imitate  the  Original,  22  in.  by  14  in.,  2s, 

Warrant  to  Execute  Charles  I, 

An  exact  Facsimile  of  this  important  Document,  with  the  Fifly- 
nine  Signatures  of  the  Regicides,  and  corresponding  Seals. 

Beautifully  printed  on  paper  to  imitate  the  Original  MS.,  price  2j. 

Warrant  to  Execute  Mary  Q.  of  Scots. 

An  exact  Facsimile,  including  the  Signature  of  Queen  Elizabeth, 
and  a  Facsimile  of  the  Great  SeaL 
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Seventh  Edition.     Square  8vo,  \s. 

Whist  lew,  Ruskin:  Art  and  Art  Critics. 

By  J.  A.  Macneill  Whistler. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  7^-.  dd. 

Wright's  Caricature    History    of    the 

Georges.  (  The  House  of  Hanover. )  With  400  Pictures,  Caricatures, 
Squibs,  Broadsides,  Window  Pictures,  &c.  By  Thomas  Wright, 
Esq.,  M.A.,  F.S.A. 


Large  post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Illustrations,  7j.  dd, 

Wright  *s  History  of  Caricature  and  of 

the  Grotesque  in  Art^  Liter ature^  Sculpture^  and  Painting^  from 
the  Earliest  Times  to  the  Present  Day.  By  Thomas  Wright, 
M.A.,  F.S.A.    Profusely  illustrated  by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 
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